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THE GIANT-SLAYERS. 



THE LOAVES AND FISHES. 

" T HAVE come to say good-bye to you, little 
■*■ children, before I go away to that far 
country of which you have so often heard me 
tell." 

The speaker was a young clergyman, and his 
hearers the members of a Sunday school at- 
tached to one of our great London churches. 

It was a hot June evening, and every door 
and window of the pleasant room was open to 
admit what little air there was. The boys' faces 
became blank at this announcement, some of 
the very little girls began to cry, and a young 
man, {one of the teachers,) walked hastily to an 
open doorway, ostensibly to repulse a wretched 
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Street child standing in the midst of the golden 
glow, but really to hide the feeling he knew his 
face was showing. 

" I won't do no harm, if you let me stand 
here," said the child, " I won't go nigh nobody, 
I want to hear what he's a-goin' to say." 

" Well," replied the young man kindly, " you 
may come just inside the door and sit here," (he 
pointed to a bench against the wall as he spoke, 
with full three yards space between it and the 
youthful congregation,) "but you must behave 
very well, and keep quiet, or I shall have to 
send you away." 

The child nodded, then took a seat on the 
, bench as much in the shade as possible. 

" I want you to tell me," began the young 
clergyman, looking earnestly at the eager little 
faces before him, " if you have been asking God 
to bless the poor black people and children to 
whom I am going, and to make them ready to 
listen to the story I have to tell them about His 
Son." 

From all parts of the schoolroom there came 
an intelligible murmur, " Yes, yes, we have." 

" God loves to listen to the prayers of little 
children," he continued ; " He loves to listen 
to prayer always ; when you have grown to be 
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men and women, you must pray to Him just 
the same, — ask Him for all you want, food, and 
clothes, and help, or whatever it may be, and 
He will send what is needful, and take care of 
you always, just as He will take care of me 
among the poor savage black people to whom 
I am going." 

A murmur, this time most unintelligible, rose 
and fell in the room, while all eyes were turned 
on a dingy-looking little boy who had made 
some observation and was ashamed of it. 

" What is it ?" asked the clergyman kindly ; 
" What does Jimmy Smith say ?" 

"Please, sir," — a rosy-faced boy with very 
short light hair and wide open china-blue eyes 
rose from one of the back rows of seats to an- 
swer the inquiry, — "Please, sir, Jimmy Smith 
says his father says as how the blacks most 
like '11 eat you up." 

A cry of dismay from some of the little girls, 
and a sob from poor Jimmy concluded this re- 
mark. The rosy-faced boy sat down, feeling (if 
he could have defined his feelings) not at all 
popular. 

" And if they do," said the clergyman gently, 
" it will be because the poor creatures will not 
know any better. When they have heard the 
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Story of the Blessed Saviour, and feel His love 
in their hearts, as we all do, I hope, they will 
leave off their wild, savage habits, and live like 
the followers of Christ. What are you saying, 
little Mary ?" 

This was to a fragile-looking child immediately 
in front of him, a wasted child with intelligence 
beyond her years shining out of her sunken 
eyes. 

" What did you say, little Mary ?" again asked 
the young man persuasively, to give the timid 
creature encouragement, for she had two or 
three times essayed to speak without making 
her voice audible. At last the words came out 
with a tremulous shrillness almost painful to 
hear. 

" Please — sir — please, — brother says, — big 
brother says, — ^him that works at the factory, — 
he says as how you didn't ought to go away so 
far, you was too good, he says, for most like 
you'd get starved in the desert places, for there 
ain't no water, nor nothing at all there, and," 
(here the child's voice became solemn and low,) 
" it's awful to be hungry, and no food, — ^awful." 

The wretched little mass of rags sitting by the 
door leant forward with intense earnestness in 
her keen, bright glance ; she echoed the words, 
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" Awful to be hungry, and no food, — ^awful," in 
a faint, quivering whisper. 

The clergyman looked with much interest on 
little Mary, and his eyes were dim, and his voice 
le^s firm when he spoke again. 

" It is very kind of your brother, Mary, to 
think so much about me, but he must not say 
I am too good, no one can ever be too good for 
the Master, Who is Goodness Itself; and as to 
being starved, do you remember what we read 
last Sunday about so many poor hungry people 
who were fed?" 

" Yes, sir, oh yes ; please read it again." - 

He opened his Bible at the sixth chapter of 
S. Mark, and beginning at the thirty-fifth verse, 
read the miracle of the Loaves and Fishes, laying 
great emphasis on the concluding verse, "And 
they that did eat of the loaves were about five 
thousand men." He closed the Book solemnly, 
and looked at little Mary. 

"Well, Mary," he Said cheerfully, "do you 
think I shall be starved now ?" 

" Oh, no, I am quite sure not." 

" No, indeed," returned the young man ; " He 
Who could feed five thousand people with five 
loaves and two fishes, can surely find food for 
me, and He will, I do not fear. We say, ' Give 
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US this day our daily bread ;' and if when we 
say so, we believe we are going to have it, the 
good God always sends it. It is no use only 
saying our prayers, little children, we must really 
want what we ask for, and then God listens to 
us. I in the desert shall say, * Give us this day 
our daily bread,' and you in your homes will 
say it too; God's children all over the world 
say this prayer, and so He feeds us all like a 
tender father. A Father ^ little ones, always re- 
member this ; your Father and my Father ; 
Our Father ; all who love the Merciful God, 
and His Holy Son, are called His children; 
children of the Heavenly King; and we are 
journeying day by day and night by night to- 
wards the Pleasant Land which lies beyond the 
hills of Time. The Pleasant Land is our Fa- 
ther's Home, and the Home of our Lord and 
Saviour Jesus Christ, and of the holy Angels 
who are always singing and praising God ; and 
it is the Home of the blessed Saints who worked 
for their Master here on earth, as I pray you 
and I will do, and who went when He called 
them to rest from their labours ; and it is our 
Home too, — dear little children, we may never 
meet again in this world, but oh, let us pray, 
constantly and earnestly, that our precious Sa- 
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viouR in His Infinite Mercy and Love will bring 
us all to our Father's Home in peace." 

Many a little head was bowed very low to 
hide eyes filled with tears. Then the children 
all rose and rushed with one accord to surround 
their beloved teacher. To each in turn he said 
some loving word of affectionate farewell, and 
gave a warm lingering clasp of the hand, as one 
by one with slow heavy steps they took their 
departure. Then the schoolroom was empty, 
empty of all but the young clergyman and the 
ragged child whom he now perceived for the 
first time. 

" Poor little girl," he said kindly, walking up 
to the door by which she still sat, " did you 
come in here to rest ? — ^you look very sad and 
tired." 

The child rapidly scanned his face with a 
quick, sharp glance, — quick and sharp, and even 
bold it was, but totally devoid of cunning. 

" Yes, I am very tired," she answered, " and 
so hungry, so awful hungry; I'd like some o' 
them loaves and fishes. Do you think if I was 
to go and ask your Father, as you calls Him, 
He'd give me any ?" 

" Yes, I do," replied the young man in a soft, 
yet assuring voice. 
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The child immediately sprang to her feet. 

"Where does He live?" she asked breath- 
lessly ; then a shade came over her countenance, 
and she sat down again. " But there, it ain't 
no good," she said gloomily, " I ain't one of His 
children, as you was talkin' of, and I don't love 
Him cos I don't know nothint about Him ; but 
I would love some o' them loaves and fishes, 
I'm so awful hungry." 

" Would you like to be one of His children, 
and learn to love Him ?" asked the young man 
gently. 

" I would, sure," answered the girl. 

" If you wait here a few minutes," he then 
said, "I will just go into the next street and 
fetch you some food." 

When he returned and put it into the child's 
hand, he was quite shocked to see the voracious 
manner in which she devoured it, more like 
some wild animal than a human being, tearing 
the bread and meat asunder with her claw-like 
hands. When nearly at the end of her repast 
she stopped suddenly, made the remainder up 
into a small parcel with the paper in which it 
had been wrapped, then said to her com- 
panion, 

"I shall take this to Wild Peggy for her 
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supper to-night ; she said I might sleep on the 
mat just inside her room door if I stole a bit o* 
somethin* for her supper, but I'm tired, and it'll 
save me the trouble o' stealin' if I takes her this." 

Deep, tender pity for the wretched child came 
into the young man's heart at these sad words ; 
it found its way into the tones of his voice when 
he asked her if she had a mother. 

" Don't know, never heard o' none." 

" And no father ?" 

" Not now ; he was goin' along the road yes- 
terday morning, and a great waggon from the 
country went over him and killed him. He was 
took to the 'orspital, but it wasn't no good, 
and lor, you should have seen how the man as 
drove the waggon took on and cried, and he 
needn't ha' been so sorry, and ha' took on so, 
for father was a reg'lar wicked man, and knocked 
me about awful, not like the Father as you've 
been a-talkin* on to-night." 

The young clergyman could not speak for a 
moment or two, he was inexpressibly shocked 
at the total want of natural feeling conveyed in 
the girl's speech ; was it possible, he asked him- 
self, that among the savage hordes to which he 
was going as a messenger of glad tidings, he could 
find human nature at a lower ebb than this? 

c 
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^ " My poor child," he said at last kindly, " you 
must surely be sorry to lose your father in so 
sudden and awful a manner, even if he were 
unkind to you sometimes, you must be sorry, I 
am sure." 

" Sony ! I ain't though," answered the child 
with a convincing nod of her head; "sorry, 
indeed; you should just see the knocks and 
kicks he give me, and no food neither; he 
wouldn't give me nothint, and used to wish I'd 
die, but I ain't dead, you see, and he is." 

The young man shuddered. 

"Where do you live?" he asked. 

" I don't live nowheres ; I runs about ; I'm 
goin' to sleep at Wild Peggy's to-night in Seven 
Dials ; lor, you should see some o' them places, 
worser places nor Peggy's, I mean ; you should 
go and see 'em and tell 'em your tale about 
loaves and fishes, and the Father as gives 
'em; wouldn't the people be wild to get 'em 
just, they're so awful hungry, them people is, 
and it ain't so far as them blacks you was 
a-speaking of, is it ?" 

Something like a pain shot through the young 
man's heart 'at the reproach unwittingly con- 
veyed in these words. He said, 

" I will ask some one I know, who is very 
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kind, to go and see them, and to see you ; tell 
me where you live, or where Wild Peggy lives, 
and I will send to-morrow." 

" Oh, to-morrow I'm off; I'm off to see 'em 
bury fathef, or next day after, I don't know 
which it is, but anyhow you can send to Peggy, 
she lives in a top room in one of them dark 
alleys in the Dials ;" and then the child entered 
into a minute description of Peggy's- whereabouts, 
the right time to go, and which turnings to take, 
all which the clergyman made notes of in his 
pocket-book. 

" Good-night, poor little child," he then said 
kindly, " take this to get you some breakfast to- 
morrow morning," (and he gave her a small 
piece of money,) " and be sure you never steal 
again, and then perhaps some day I shall see 
you in the Pleasant Land." 

The child's face brightened. 

" That place, do you mean, behind them hills 
as you was a-talking of to-night ?" 

" Yes." 

" If I thought there was a chance o' gettin' 
there," she remarked determinedly, " I'd never 
steal no more." 

" Then do not steal any more," said the clergy- 
man, " and I am sure I shall see you there." 

I 
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" Well, good night," said the child, after a 
moment or two's thought; "youVe been very- 
kind to me, you have ; I never heard nobody 
speak like you afore ; I wouldn't steal nothint 
from you, remember, nothint at all; eh, but 
look here," she added, regarding her miserable 
condition with evident dismay, " in that place 
behind the hills they won't let me walk about 
like this, will they, — ^all dirty and rags ?"' 

"No, certainly not. They will give you a 
white, shining dress to wear, and wash you in a 
Stream out of which you will come all clean 
and bright." 

The child's eyes sparkled. 

" And the way," she cried eagerly, " the way 
to this place ?" 

" My friend shall come and tell you the Way," 
replied the young man regretfully ; " I wish I 
could stop and tell you now, but I have a long 
journey before me, and it is already late : good- 
bye, be sure you meet me in the Pleasant 
Land." 

The child nodded intelligently, then glided 
rapidly away, her bare feet noiselessly thread- 
ing the labyrinth of streets that led to Seven 
Dials. 

The young man followed her prayerfully a few 
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moments, then walked quickly away in an op- 
posite direction. 

But it was not his friend who was destined to 
tell this poor little outcast the Way to the Plea- 
sant Land. 




CHAPTER II. 

THE SEXTON. 

" T_J ULLOA, you there, be off with yer, will 

-■^ yer !" 

A sexton was digging a very shallow grave in 
one of our suburban cemeteries, in the part 
allotted for the utterly friendless poor. 

"Ay, but I shan't be oif ; I wants to know 
who that grave's for you're a diggin' ?" 

" If I tells you, will you go then ?" 

" May be I will." 

" All right," returned the sexton ; " then it's 
for that man as was killed in Oxford Street the 
day afore yesterday by a waggon ; now will you 
be off?" 

" No," said the girl, resolutely, " he's my fa- 
ther, he is ; leastways he ain't now, is he ?" 

The man looked up with his keen, bright eyes, 
and scrutinised her sharply. 

" Don't come none o' them tales over me," 
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he said harshly ; " if you was his daughter you'd 
be a-cryin' or feelin' sorry, and you ain't neither, 
I know." 

" No, I ain't," replied the girl, " he can't knock 
me about any more, and make me steal, I'm 
a-goin' to leave off stealin'." 

The man growled something to himseli 

" That's a callin' that ain't easy left off, young 
woman," he remarked aloud. 

" Ay, but I am a-goin' to leave it off," said 
the child ; " I'm goin' right away from this to a 
place called the Pleasant Land." 

" What place ?" asked the man, leaning on his 
spade, as he stopped to listen. 

" The Pleasant Land," repeated the girl. 

" Why Where's that ?" asked the sexton. 

" Oh, it's somewheres behind them hills." 

" What hills ?" 

The inquiry was made in a very incredulous 
tone. 

"Oh, I don't know," retorted the girl pet- 
tishly, " some hills." 

" And how are you going to get there ?" 

" There's some one a-comin' to tell me the 
way," she replied. 

" Is it over the sea anywheres ?" asked the 
sexton. 
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The girl reflected a few moments, then she 
said, 

" I don't know, it's behind them hills." 

" Now look here," said the sexton, who had 
somehow become interested in the conversation, 
" don't go a-sittin' on that 'ere grave ; the turfs 
dry enough now, — ^if you must sit down, sit down 
there," and he pointed as he spoke to an un- 
used piece of ground just in front of him, where 
he could see the child without turning round ; 
" but it's all stuff what you're a-tellin' me about 
that Pleasant Land, I don't believe one word as 
you says." 

" Then I won't say nothint more," said the 
child. 

" Don't," returned the sexton. 

But after a silence of some minutes she evi- 
dently changed her mind, for looking at the 
man until she caught his eye she asked in a low 
voice, (why she spoke low she could not have 
told,) 

" I say, did you ever hear of any one called 
God?" 

The sexton drew back a foot or two from the 
grave with astonishment. 

" Why, yes, in course," he answered. 

" Who is He ?" asked the child abruptly. 
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The man looked doubtfully at her a moment 
or two, then returned, 

" Well, He's God." 

" And where does He live ?" she next asked. 

" Oh, up there," replied the man snappishly, 
jerking his left hand above his shoulder, " you 
knows that as well as I do." 

" No, I don't," said the girl, " and you don't 
neither ; you don't know nothint about it, you 
don't, and if I tells you you won't believe, but I 
wUl tell yer ; He lives behind them hills I was 
talkin' of, in the Pleasant Land, and that's where 
I'm off to," (she rose from the ground as she 
spoke,) '^ only I shan't go," she added, as she 
glanced at the grave, "till that's filled in, — 
when are you goin' to do it ?" 

" To-morrow artemoon, at this time ; I s'pose 
you mean comin'?" 

The child nodded. 

" And it's really your father as is goin' to be 
buried here ?" 

He fixed his keen glance on her again, as he 
had done at first, and the child met it fearlessly. 

" It really is," she said. 

"And you ain't sorry one bit?" 

" No, not one bit." 

" Then it strikes me," remarked the man with 
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emphasis, '*SLsyou ain't the sort for the Pleasant 
Land ; but there, be off now, I'm a-goin' to lock 
the gates." 

The girl waited to say no more, but ran swiftly 
out of the cemetery. 

" She's an odd un," said the man to himself, 
as he prepared to leave off work ; " I heerd 
there was some talk at the inquest about a brat 
of his, the fellow as killed him wanted to find 
her, and couldn't, and now this little wagrant 
turns up, — ^wdl, we'll see if she comes to-mor- 
row." 



CHAPTER HI. 

THE carrier's HOME. 

TT was the evening of the day on which ac- 
cording to promise the young clergyman 
sent his friend to Wild Peggy's abode in Seven 
Dials ; it was also the evening of the day of the 
inquest. 

Over the most exquisite little village eye might 
wish to see, not more than sixteen miles from 
town, the June sun was setting with a thou- 
sand splendours. Every blade of grass, every 
clustering hedgerow, every leaf on the huge 
trees, centuries old, every cottager's homestead, 
stood out in vivid distinctness in the golden 
flood. 

Patty Somers standing in her rose-covered 
porch, and shading her eyes with one hand 
whilst with the other she leant on the chair on 
which she had been sitting, was looking anx- 
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iously down the winding lane where was situated 
her abode, and which led on to a common where 
had been erected the small railway station of the 
village. 

" Paul, thou'rt long in coming, lad, long in 
coming," she half murmured to herself in her 
own quaint way ; for she and Paul had come of 
a Quaker stock, and though they had long been 
members of the Church they still preserved 
much of the early simplicity of their manner. 

" Slow and heavy, slow and heavy, poor Paul, 
thou'rt still sad and low at heart," she continued 
murmuring as at last her husband came in view, 
his eyes bent on the ground, his spirits evidently 
very much depressed. 

Then she walked quickly to the gate, and 
took his hand in hers as they came back si- 
lently along the garden path. 

" A weary day, Patty, it's been, a weary day," 
he said when he had sat down in the pleasant 
kitchen of their home, and his wife was busy 
getting his tea. 

"Ay, lad, weary enoi^h, no doubt; hast 
heard of the little one?" 

Paul shook his head sadly. 

" They say," he replied, " she was seen in the 
crowd that followed the poor soul to the hos- 
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pital, but no one has heard or seen anything of 
her since." 

" Hast been to her home, Paul ?" 
" Home, Patty," he repeated with a sad smile, 
"such poor creatures as she have no home; 
they run about as wild and untaught as the very 
heathen ; it's a hard thing I've asked of thee, 
Patty, to take this child to thy hearth, for they 
say she is bad and wicked, and much given to 
stealing." 

Patty's face became a shade or two paler, but 
she looked at him steadfastly when she said, 
" Dost know if she speaks truth, Paul ?" 
" Nay, nay," he replied, " I cannot tell thee 
that, wife ; I've told thee all I know, but dost 
fear to have her, Patty?" 

She was silent a few moments, then she said, 
"It's plain duty, Paul, to have her; we 
mustn't strive against duty ; thou wast the oc- 
casion of her father's death, thou'rt sorry and 
sick at heart about it, and the best healing for 
thee'll be to do thy duty." 

"There's much truth in what thou say'st, 
wife," returned Paul; "but somehow there's a 
wrong sound about that word ' duty,' — ^it isn't 
enough ; the Good Above when He came to save 
our souls, didn't come because it was His duty, 
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He did it like He does everything, out of Love, 
and we are told to follow Him in all things ; it 
is a plain duty to take this poor child to our 
home and care, but we must make the duty 
beautiful, and worthy of the Master, by doing 
it all in Love." 

Patty's nature, though perhaps as sterling in 
its goodness as her husband's, lacked much of 
its warmth ; she looked but half convinced by 
his words as she passed him his cup of tea, and 
sat down to partake of her own ; for Patty's code 
of morals was very strict, and lying and stealing 
with her were sins of the blackest dye. It was 
repulsive to almost every feeliiig she had to 
receive into her neat, quiet home this London 
street-child, but it was plain duty as she had 
said, and she was resolved not to shrink from 
any part of it ; but to love anything so vile was 
simply impossible ; plain duty would have taken 
Patty unmurmuring to the stake, but she would 
not have felt herself called upon to love the 
flames and smoke that put her to inexpressible 
torture. 

"To-morrow," resumed Paul, "I go to the 
fimeraJ, " it is my last hope of finding the poor 
child, but it's a likely one I hope and pray ; it 
may be she'll have a fancy to see the last of her 
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poor father ; at any rate one of the policemen 
at the inquest to-day promised me he would 
look out for her." 

" Then she will come to-morrow night, Paul, 
if thou shouldst find her?" asked Patty, rather 
anxiously. 

"Ay, wife, that will she, I trust; and rather 
late it will most like be, which will be better, I 
take it, than coming in the light, for thou'lt not 
like the neighbours to see her before thou'st 
made her tidy and dean. ' And now, Patty, if 
thou'st finished thy tea I think I will close the 
house, and say our evening prayer, for I am 
weary, as thou seest, and I must be away be- 
times in the morning." 

When Patty had cleared the table, and placed 
the Bible and Prayer Book before her husband, 
he said, in his peculiar quaint way, as he took 
his place and found the proper lesson for the 
evening : 

" Thou hast a giant to slay, wife, a mighty 
giant, all the more terrible and mighty because 
he does not appear before thee as a thief, or a 
liar, or a murderer, but rather as one who would 
condemn such erring ones; there must be no 
half fellowship with it, Patty, thou must slay, 
and show no mercy." 
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"I will try, Paul," replied his wife meekly, 
and with a faint flush on her face, " I have often 
tried before, and failed." 

"David had failed before thee," continued 
her husband, "had he gone forth to the battle 
in the armour of King Saul; but only in the 
Strength of the Living God could the giant of' 
Gath be slain, and David knew it, and in that 
Strength he slew him." 

Patty was silent ; her conscience was not at 
all clear as to how she had tried to slay the 
giant that beset her path ; but she had unwaver- 
ing faith in the truth and excellence of her hus- 
band's character, and so sat silent, under his 
rebuke. 

" O Lord God, David's God," prayed Paul 
at the conclusion of the usual evening prayers, 
" Thou Who makest the outgoings of the morn- 
ing and evening to rejoice, make them to rejoice 
indeed to-morrow over Thy wandering lamb, 
and bring her safely to Thy fold for the Good 
Shepherd's sake. Amen." 

Swifter than an eagle's wing, swifter than any 
passing thought. Shining Beings bore this prayer 
upward through the summer sky, past the pale 
stars, past the Gates of Pearl, the Golden Street, 
the Crystal Sea, and laid it fragrant with the in- 
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at- cense of faith before the throne of the Eternal : 

/jg: and the city of the King was glad that night, for 

the piayer had come in an acceptable time, and 
,.^ David's God was resolved to grant it for the 

sake of the Son of His Love. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

UP IN THE DIALS. 

\ /"ERY close and hot it was in Wild Peggy's 
room in the Dials at three o'clock in the 
afternoon of the day of the funeral. A wretched 
attic in one of the nairowest and dirtiest courts 
of this sad region, was the home of the poor 
creature from whom it would seem at first sight 
nearly every trace of humanity had departed. 

She was sitting on a heap of dirty straw near 
the broken fireplace, making up into a bundle 
some boxes of matches and laces, which it was 
her custom to carry about the streets, where 
she begged, or stole, or fought, as the occasion 
served. Her hair was ra^ed and coarse in tex- 
ture, and had turned grey in patches, her eyes 
black, bold, and fierce looking, her mouth hard, 
thin-lipped, and defiant, with sharp pointed 
teeth, of such an unnatural dead whiteness, that 
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they gave her more the appeaiance of some 
ravenous animal than of a human being. Her 
harsh, rough skin was darkened almost to gipsy 
brownness by exposure to all weathers, and her 
nails were long and hooked, like the talons of a 
bird of prey. No description could give any 
idea of the wretchedness of her clothing, nor of 
her abode, a miserable old mat, and a box 
being all the furniture the room contained 

Very burning and fierce was the June sun as 
it poured through the dirty, broken panes of 
glass of the worn out casement. The vagrant 
child, sitting on the mat in the only shady comer 
wondered why Peggy had given her the best 
place, and was making up her bundle in the 
blazing, blinding heat. Presently the woman 
spoke. 

" I s'pose you're off to the cemetery," she 
said. 

"Yes," replied the child, slowly; and then 
she added, " and after that I shan't see you no 
more." 

" Eh ?" said Peggy, leaving off her work, and 
something like a wistful look humanising her 
countenance as she looked at the girl ; " shan't 
see me no more — goin' away anywheres ? eh ?" 

The child nodded ; but there was a light in 
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her eyes that only joy could have brought there. 
Peggy's sharp glance perceived it, and she re- 
marked, 

" You seems glad." 

" I should just think I am ; and so you'd be, 
if you was goin' to the same place." 

"What place is it?" asked Peggy, curi- 
ously. 

" Oh, it's a place where there's a Father as 
gives loaves and fishes, and feeds everybody, 
and gives you nice clothes, and makes you clean. 
It's a long way off, I'm thinkin', and it's awful 
hot, but I means to go. Didn't you never hear 
of such a place ?" 

" Not as I knows on," returned Peggy ; ." I 
think I'd ha' been off to it afore this if I had ; 
but p'raps it ain't true. Who told yer ?" 

" A gentleman," replied th^ child ; " quite a 
real gentleman. He spoke so kind, and told 
me never to steal no more, and I ain't a-goin' to, 
so you needn't ask me." 

"Ah, them gentlefolks don't often say what's 
true," remarked Peggy, with an ill-looking smile ; 
" they're as bad at heart as most of us poor, I 
reckon, but they've fine ways of sayin' their lies, 
and so people believes 'em." 

"Ah, but it wasn't lies about loaves and 
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fishes," retorted the girl with energy, " he read 
it all out of a book" 

" Books is stuff," remarked Peggy, with cool 
contempt. 

" No, they ain't," said the child, sharply. 

"P'r'aps," continued Peggy, with a sneer, 
" this fine gentleman, or his book, told yer how 
yer was to get to this place, where they're so 
fond o' givin' away good things." 

" No, I didn't hear nothint about that," re- 
tiuned the girl, ' looking sadly down on the 
ground ; "but he said he'd send some one here 
to tell me the way, or leave word with you; 
but no one ain't come, I s'pose." 

" Lor," remarked Peggy, " how funny." 

" What's funny ?" asked the girl. 

" Why, there was some 'un comed last night, 
before you was back from the cemet'ry ; one o' 
them sort o' men as talks in the churches dressed 
in white, only he wam't dressed in white when 
he comed here." 

"And what did he say?" asked the child, 
eagerly ; " do tell me, quick." 

" Lor," replied Peggy, with a wicked glare in 
her eyes ; " I didn't give him no chance of 
sayin' nothint here, — I'd as lief pitched him 
down the stairs as looked at him ; but I told 
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him he'd better make off sharp, and quiet, and 
not come his nonsense over me, — I wam't a- 
going to stand it ; I knows the stuff they talks 
about, so I takes and slammed the door in his 
face, and locked it Npw what are you a- 
lookin' so vicious like for ? he wam't no friend 
to you nor me, /knows." 

" I wish," said the girl, rising from the mat, 
and coming forward into the scorching sunlight, 
white and trembling with intense passion, and 
clasping her hands together so tightly that she 
almost drove her nails into the flesh, " I wish 
i had something heavy, and hard, and sharp 
that I could throw straight at you, and kill you 
just where you sit ; I wish you had never given 
me no food, and no mat to sleep on, for I hate 
you now, and if ever I meant to steal again, I*d 
never steal for you. But 111 find the way to 
this place somehows yet, and 111 never tell you, 
— ^no, never, — ^for I'm off for good and all, and 
you shan't see me no more." 

So saying, the girl ran blindly from the room, 
leaving Peggy in the utmost amazement at her 
strange and sudden anger. 




CHAPTER V. 

THE CEMETERY. 

T^HE same afternoon, an hour and a half 
■^ later, the sexton and a policeman might 
be seen talking together by the side of the shal- 
low grave in the suburban cemetery. The 
wretched child, weary with her long walk from 
Seven Dials, saw them as soon as she entered 
the gates, and hesitated to approach, having a 
terror of policemen, common to all street wan- 
derers. 

The sexton, perceiving her just as quickly, 
and guessing her reason for not coming nearer, 
informed his companion of the circumstance, 
who after a few minutes* further conversation, 
strolled off in an opposite direction, and soon 
was lost to sight down a winding path. The 
child, after having (as she thought) given her 
natural enemy sufficient time to be clear of the 
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place, approached the grave very slowly, — ^not 
the same spring in her step as yesterday, not 
the same determination in her eyes and manner, 
— and then sat listlessly down on the turf with- 
out speaking; all which the sexton silently 
noted. 

" So youVe come agin," he said presently. 

" Yes," replied the child ; " ain't it late ?" 

" Well, it is rayther," answered the man ; 
"but people, you know, don't trouble their- 
selves for such as this;" and as he spoke he 
swung his spade towards the grave. 

"You looks sorrier to-day," he continued, 
after a while, when he found the child remained 
silent ; " may be you ain't so glad he^s dead as 
you was yesterday?" 

" Oh, yes, I am," she replied ; " I'm gladder. 
I wish everybody was dead too, and I was 
goin' to see 'em buried." 

" And then you'd be off to that fine place you 
was a-speakin' on, I s'pose ?" 

The child's countenance fell lower than ever. 

" I ain't a-goin' now," she said, sadly. 

" Oh, ain't a-goin' now : you finds the stealin' 
pays best, I s'pose ?" 

" I haven't been a-stealin'," retorted the 
child, angrily ; " I never mean to steal no more, 
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becos him as told me about the Pleasant Land 
said if I didn't steal he'd be sure to see me 
there, and he knowed all about it, I guess ; so 
if I can't find my way just yet, I ain't a-goin' to 
lose any chance just through stealing." 

" I thought as you said," remarked the man, 
" some un was comin' to tell yer the way?" 

" Some un did come," replied the girl, " but 
she drove him away." 

" Who's she r 

" Oh, nobody as you knows," said the child, 
sharply \ " you wants to know a deal too much." 

" Now look here," said the sexton, folding his 
arms, and leaning on his spade, *^ s'pose I was 
to tell you of a fine place to go to, not so far off 
as your'n, and easy to get at, — ^now s'pose?" 

" Well ?" said the girl. 

" Well : would you go ?" 

The child hesitated. " Should I see him as 
told Qie about the Pleasant Land there?" she 
asked, softly. 

" Can't say ; dessay you might see as good. 
But look, now, here comes the fxmril; just 
you bide quiet till it's over, and then I'll tell yer 
summut more." 

The rude coffin, supported by four men, now 
approached from the small chapel of the ceme- 
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tery, preceded by a clergyman, and followed by 
one mourner, and a few stray loiterers from the 
streets. The short impressive service was soon 
over, and the sexton commenced rapidly to fill 
in the grave; but after two or three minutes' 
work he threw aside his spade, and joined the 
clergyman and Paul Somers, (for he was the 
solitary mourner,) who were in close conversa- 
tion a few yards off. 

" You're pYaps lookin' for the child, sir," he 
said, addressing the gentleman, " as was spoke 
about at the inquest yesterday ?" 

" This excellent person is," replied the clergy- 
man, " and I am most anxious to assist him in 
his search ; can you give us any information ?" 

"IVe had my eye on her since yesterday, 
sir,^' returned the sexton ; " that's the child, sit- 
ting over yon on the turf, sir." 

Paul looked eagerly in the direction indicated 
by the man, his face aglow with benevolence, 
softened by compassion, which increased rather 
than abated when he beheld the mass of rags 
and wretchedness, as he believed, appealing 
silently and helplessly to every human and Chris- 
tian impulse of his nature. 

"We will go and speak to the poor child," 
said the clergyman ; and as he spoke he walked 
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towards her, followed by the sexton and Paul, 
which she no sooner perceived than, apprehend- 
ing some rebuff, she sprang from the ground, 
and was about to run off, when a strong hand 
from behind detained her, and held her firmly 
by the shoulder. Turning quickly, she beheld 
the dreaded policeman, who had been watching 
her from behind a tall gravestone. 

" Oh, let me go — let me go — pray do," she 
called out in terror, vainly struggling to release, 
herself from the strong grasp of her detainer. 
" I only come to see 'em bury father, — I wasn't 
going to do no harm. Oh, you wicked old 
man," she added, fiercely, her eyes suddenly 
falling on the sexton, " you wants to send me to 
prison, you do ; that's the fine place so easy to 
get at as you meant ; and I ain't been stealin' 
nor doin' nothin' bad, only trying to get to the 
Pleasant Land, and there ain't no one to tell 
me the way." 

" Now don't talk so spiteful," said the sexton, 
" I've been trying to be kind to you, I have ; 
I've been a-telling of this clergyman about you, 
and he ain't a-goin' to send you to prison, I 
knows. P'r'aps if you was to ask him he'd 
know about them hills you was a-talkin' on, and 
the place as is behind 'em." 
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"What hills are they, my child?" said the 
clergyman, coming close to her, and regarding 
her with much interest. 

A vague hope flitted into the poor little out- 
cast's mind, that all was not quite lost — that she 
might yet learn her way to the Pleasant Land. 

"Oh," she said, eagerly, pushing away and 
holding back from her face her heavy, brown 
hair, and fixing her bright, dark grey eyes en- 
treatingly on the clergyman's countenance ; " oh, 
if you could only tell me where them hills is ; 
hills — hills, — " she repeated, as though endea- 
vouring to recollect something ; " hills of Time, 
I think he called 'em, and there's a place behind 
'em where a Father lives, such a good Father, 
not such as hitnf^ and she pointed with con- 
tempt to the partly filled up grave. " People 
goes there as is tired, and ain't got no food, and 
the Father gives 'em loaves and fishes. It's 
called the Pleasant Land, the place behind them 
hills is ; do you know the way there ?" 

"Yes, I do," replied the clergyman, with 
great feeling. 

" There now, I told yer so," said the sexton, 
deprecatingly. 

" Is it far, — is it a long way ?" asked the child, 
in a low tone, as though she feared the answer. 
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" To some people it ^ a long way, to others 
very short," replied the clergyman; "but the 
Father is good, the Way is never too long." 

" Is it soft like this ?" she asked, pointing to 
the yielding turf, " or hot and dry like the roads 
outside ?" 

" It is like this and the roads too," was the 
reply; "and sometimes there are heavy bur- 
dens — ^weights, you know — to be carried, but if 
we talk to the Father whilst we are carrying 
them, and look straight forward to His Home 
beyond the hills, they turn into shining croMois 
to be worn for ever and ever. There are thorns 
too on the way, likely to wound our hands and 
feet very much, and sharp, cutting stones, that 
are very painful, but if we walk straight on, and 
never get angry with the Father because we 
are bleeding and weary, the thorns will all turn 
into beautiful flowers some day, and the stones 
into jewels for the shining crowns, and then the 
Father will call us His children, and take us 
to live with Him for ever. Do you think now 
you would like to go ?" 

" Oh, yes," said the child, " I would do any- 
thing — anything to get to the Pleasant Land." 

" Who told you about it ?" asked the clergy- 
man. 
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" A gentleman at some place where little chil- 
dren^ goes with books ; they let me go inside to 
rest one night, and I heard him a-talkin*, and he 
gived me some food, and he was a-goin' away 
to tell some black people about the Pleasant 
Land, and he said as he'd send some un to 
show me the way there, and so he did, but 
Peggy, she as has let me sleep on her mat some- 
times, drove him away ; but now pVaps you'll 
tell me, 'cos I still wants to go." 

"You shall know all about it, my child, I 
promise you," said the clerg3niian kindly, " but 
now I want you to tell me if your father was 
' the poor man we have just buried ?" 

" Yes," replied the child. 

" How did he die ?" asked the clergyman. 

" He was killed the day before yesterday, 
quite early in the morning by a waggon." 

" Where ?" 

" In Oxford Street ; he'd been drinkin' hard, 
and threw hisself in the way of the waggon, and 
afore the man as drove could stop it, the wheels 
went over father and crushed him dead." 

" Did you see all this ?" 

" Yes, I was a-runnin' after father, and beg- 
gin' for a penny to buy a bit o' bread with, but 
he only swore dreadful at me, and said he'd 
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never give me nothin' more, and he was killed 
d'rectly after, so he hadn't no chance." 

The clergyman looked deeply pained, but 
thought it wiser to make no remark on her 
want of feeling respecting her father's death ; so 
he said, directing the girl's attention towards 
Paul, 

"Do you remember ever to have seen this 
person ?" 

The child, who had not hitherto looked at 
any one but her interlocutor, now scanned Paul 
narrowly, but only for a few moments. 

" He's the man," she said, " as took on so, 
and cried, and went to the 'orspital after father ; 
he's the man as drove the waggon." 

Paul looked delighted. 

"Have you a mother?" asked the clergy- 
man. 

" No j I ain't got no one, and I don't belong 
to nobody." 

" Would you like to belong to anybody ?" 

" I'd like to belong to that there Father in 
the Pleasant Land." 

" She's been telling you quite true, sir," said 
the policeman, who thought the right time had 
come for him to speak ; he still kept his hold 
of the child though his grasp was lighter, " I've 
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known all about him," pointing towards the 
grave, "for some months past; he was alto- 
gether bad; the child has lived in the streets 
somehow, but at any rate she was his child." 

"Yes," replied the clergyman, "I am quite 
satisfied it is so ; are you ?" he asked, turning 
to Paul. 

"Yes, sir, quite; will the little one like to 
come with me, I wonder." 

"This most worthy and excellent person," 
said the clergyman, addressing the poor outcast, 
" wishes to take you to live in his home ; he has 
no little children, and he wants you to be his 
daughter ; I am sure you will be glad to go." 

The girl looked her astonishment; she did 
not speak. 

"Thou shalt be loved and cared for," said 
Paul, with a trembling voice ; " thou shalt have 
a mother and father, and food to eat, and clothes 
to wear, and I'll show thee the way to the Plea- 
sant Land ; — ^wilt go with me ?" 

The child glanced down at her bare travel- 
worn feet, at her wretched clothing, then looked 
up wistfully into Paul's face. 

" Thou wilt, I see thou wilt," he said, a smile 
of gladness lighting up all his countenance ; " I 
am grieved, sore grieved to have killed thy poor 
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father," he added in a sadder tone, "but God 
is good to let me find thee, yea, verily our God 
is good." 

" I hopes," said the sexton, as Paul slipped 
something into his hand, and thanked him 
warmly for the great assistance he had rendered, 
" I hopes as some day you'll teach her to speak 
more decent like* of her dead father as is buried 
here, and not to say as she ain't sony one bit 
like the hanimals ; and I hope the next grave 
as she sees dug, or the next funril she goes to 
she'll cry and look proper, and not say spiteful 
things of her best frinds," and he shook his 
head ominously at the child who was now re- 
leased from the policeman's grasp, and was 
standing by the side of Paul who held her hand. 

" May God bless you both," said the clergy- 
man warmly; ^^you especially," he continued, 
particularly addressing Paul, "for yours is a 
holy and blessed work, the 'pure religion' of 
which S. James speaks ; by God's gracious help 
you have plucked this brand from the burning, 
may it prove to be from the Everlasting Burning." 

Then he cordially shook his hand, and after 
a few words with the policeman, they separated, 
and went their several ways, except the old 
sexton, who remained to complete his work. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE JOURNEY HOME. 

pERHAPS aU through her life the little out- 
cast remembered her journey home in 
Paul's heavily-laden cart ; for he was a carrier, 
and three times a week wended his way to 
London. 

Owing to his having attended the funeral he 
was full three hours later than usual before he 
started, and they had not proceeded far on their 
way before the sun set, and the calm June twi- 
light gradually crept around. 

Every now and then the child peered round 
from the comfortable seat Paul had made her 
in the cart, to take a look at the great city 
already dim and indistinct in the distance. 
Each time her companion noticed a gleam of 
satisfaction stole over her face. 

They had hardly spoken since they left Lon- 
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don, everything about them conduced to silence, 
— the air laden with the sweet scent of the hay, 
the scarcely-heard rustle of the heavily-foliaged 
trees, the notes of some distant bird, few and 
far between, the dull, measured plodding of the 
stout, strong horse that drew them, — but sud- 
denly the child leant forward, a strange light 
shone in her eyes, her lips were parted for a few 
minutes before she. spoke, so earnest was her 
gaze. 

" Look — look there," she at last said, pointing 
with her thin hand to the low Surrey Downs ; 
" look, — ^what's them risin' up out of the ground 
all over there ?" 

"The)r're hills," said Paul cheerfully; "we 
country folk are very fond of our hills." 

" Hills !" repeated the child, the light in her 
eyes becoming still brighter ; then she leant for- 
ward till her face almost touched Paul's, and 
said in a whisper, "Are they them hills?" 

Paul had to think a minute or two before he 
could reply, but the conversation of the after- 
noon quickly dawned upon him. 

" No," he said, rather sadly, " but they're very 
beautiful hills ; I believe God gives them to us 
to make us think of His hills, the hills before 
His Home, thou knowest." 
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The child sighed wearily. 

" I'm sorry," she said ; " I did think they was 
them hills." 

There was another long silence after this, but 
it was again broken by the child. 

"Are you going to the Pleasant Land?" she 
asked. 

" I trust so," replied Paul humbly 3 " I toil 
day and night to get there ; still all my trying 
wouldn't be of any use in itself; the good Fa- 
ther knows how helpless we are, and His Holy 
Son knows it too, and it is of Their Love and 
Goodness alone that we ever get there." 

" Then what's the use o' tryin' so much ?" re- 
marked the girl. 

" Why," said Paul, " the Father doesn't like 
seeing His children idle. He's never idle Him- 
self, nor His Son either, and if we really love 
such a good Father, we shall always want to 
be doing something for Him." 

"Do you think / could do anything for 
Him ?" asked the child. 

" Thou canst indeed," replied her companion, 
" thou canst learn to be a good girl, and tell the 
truth, and leave off stealing; when thou dost 
all this thou wilt please the Good Saviour 
much." 
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" The Good Saviour ?— Who's He ?" asked 
the girl. 

" God's most Holy Son ; He's the same as 
God, thou knowest; at least thou wilt know 
some day ; it's a wonderful tale I have to tell 
thee about the Blessed Christ." 

" There was a book," remarked the child after 
a few moments ; '' a book as the gentleman 
read out of to the little children ; do you know 
what that book's called ?" 

" What did he read about ?" asked Paul. 

"About some im, I've forgot His name, as 
fed ever so many people with loaves and 
fishes." 

"Ah, that's a Precious Book," exclaimed 
Paul, " that's God's Own Book ; we call it the 
Bible ; may be thou'st never heard of it ?" 

The child shook her head. 

"Ah, sad, sad," he murmiured; then he 
added, " Jesus was the Name of Him Who fed 
the poor people ; dost remember now ?" 

" Oh, yes, that was the name, and He lives 
in the Pleasant Land too, don't He ?" 

" He doth indeed ; but once He lived in the 
world just as we do; I should better say, as 
tAou hast done, for He had no home, no food, 
no friends ; He hath been hungry like thee, and 
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thirsty too, and so He hath felt for thee in thy 
sad life, and hath given thee a home ; and all 
He wants thee to do in return is to love Him 
with all thy heart. What is thy name, child ?" 

" I haven't no name," was the reply ; " I don't 
want to say vhat they called me up in the Dials, 
cos it's about my bein' such a thief; I want to 
forget all about everything like that." 

" It glads me," said Paul, " to hear thee talk 
like this, but art thou sure thou hast no right 
name ?" 

" Yes, I'm sure ; once father made me steal 
somethin' along o' him, and a p'liceman took us 
and locked us up, and then we were taken before 
the judge and a lot o' people, and the judge, he 
asked father what my name was, and father said 
as I hadn't got no name, and the judge, he said 
as father should ha' took me to the Church, and 
have had a name give to me, but father only 
laughed when he got outside, and said he 
shouldn't do no such stuff." 

Paul reflected a few moments, then he asked, 
" How old art thou, child ?" 

" Going on for twelve year old, I've heard 
Wild Peggy say." 

" Who is she ?" asked Paul. 

" A wicked, bad, old woman up in the Dials," 
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said the girl, with what almost seemed vindictive 
energy ; " she as sent the gentleman away who 
come to tell me the way to the Pleasant Land." 

" Oh," said Paul, " and thou art angry with 
her ?" 

The child looked straight before her, and 
nodded. 

"And yet," continued Paul, "I thought I 
heard thee say this afternoon that sometimes 
she had let thee sleep on her mat ?" 

" Yes, often, when it rained or snowed." 

" Did she ever give thee food ?" 

"Yes, sometimes." 

" And thou art still angry with her when thou 
thinkest of all this ?" 

The child's head drooped, she did not answer, 
and they both relapsed into silence. 

On and on the strong horse plodded through 
the beautiful land, over wild commons and 
heathy downs, by wooded slopes and pleasant 
farms, with faint, trembling stars peeping out 
here and there in the summer sky, and the 
moon shining high and clear above them. 

" Are we nearly there ?" at last asked the child. 

"Almost," replied Paul; " dost see yon light 
among the trees ?" 

" Yes." 
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" That's my home/' said he, " and thine too ; 
the Lord has heard my prayer, His Holy Name 
be praised." 

A few yards further, and the cart stopped at 
the gate of his cottage. 

The greatest difficulty in all Paul's under- 
taking was now to be met, for he well knew 
how much of future happiness or discomfort 
depended on the mutual like or dislike of Patty 
and the child. The door softly opened, and 
his wife came slowly down to the gate, slowly 
because she knew her husband was not alone, 
she had heard the two voices as they came down 
the lane. 

Paul lifted the child from the cart, and before 
putting his horse up for the night, took her hand 
in his and led her into the house. 

Patty did not speak when she first beheld the 
utter destitution of the half-starved girl ; perhaps 
it was as well she did not. Strong repugnance 
was struggling hard with duty in her soul, and 
she knew it was wiser not to speak if she wished 
duty to be conqueror. 

"The Dear God hath answered my prayer, 
thou seest, wife," said Paul, when after a few 
moments he perceived the good in Patty's na- 
ture was winning the battle. 



THE GIANT-SLAYERS. 49 

" He is good and just," half murmured Patty, 
for the struggle was not yet over ; " He doeth 
all things well." 

" He is full of compassion, and mercy, and 
love," added Paul gently ; " He tumeth Him 
unto the- prayer of the poor destitute, and des- 
piseth not their desire ; und now, wife, I will 
go and put the horse and cart away, and then 
we will take our supper, for the journey was 
long, and we are hungry." 

He closed the door and went out ; the woman 
and child were left alone, and the silence be- 
came painful. At last Patty rose to place the , 
meat and bread on the table ; the child made a 
gesture as she did so, as if to stop her. 

" I'm all dirty and rags," she said, " and you 
don't like to see it ; I don't seem right in a tidy, 
clean place like this. If you opens another door 
and lets me go out, I'll make off easy and sharp 
while his out of the way ; he won't know as you 
opened the door, and he shan't never find me, 
I'll promise that ; you'll do it, won't you ? cos I 
ain't what you likes, I know." 

But Patty did not open the door ; she was 
grieved and ashamed that the child had so well 
divined her thoughts, and was also much struck 
with the openness of her manner. 

F 
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"Nay, nay," she said, though not without 
some difficulty; " thou must not go, thou must 
bide here, and we will do our duty by thee ; 
thou shalt not have cause to reproach the 
Lord's people; thou shalt be washed and made 
tidy and neat, and we will teach thee to leave 
off thy evil ways, and to do thy duty; I have 
water here and soap," she added, walking into 
the outer kitchen, "wash thy face and thy 
hands, and come and eat thy supper, thou must 
be hungry." 

The girl silently obeyed; there was some- 
thing in the quiet, calm manner peculiar to 
Patty that instinctively commanded respect and 
obedience. She would still run away, she 
thought, but not to-night now, it was so late, 
and she was so hungry, and she would like to 
see Paul just once again. 

" I wonder if she loves the Father like he 
does," said the child to herself, as she rubbed 
away at her face and hands ; " I wonder if she 
can talk beautiful like he can about them as 
lives behind the hills." 

But Paul had returned by this time, and when 
the child was quite ready they all sat down to 
supper. The meal was passed almost in silence, 
the two travellers being very hungry. It was 
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not until the cloth was cleared and prayers had 
been said that any sort of conversation took 
place. 

" Was you talkin' to the Father just now ?" 
the girl asked curiously. 

" Yes," repHed Paul. 

"And you told Him all about me, didn't 
you ?" 

" Yes." 

" How can He hear you such a long way off? 
you didn't call out loud." 

" No ; but God can always hear ; He comes 
very close to us when we pray, when we talk to 
Him, thou knowest." 

" Did you ever see Him ?" This was asked 
in a very low tone, but it rather shocked Patty. 

" No," replied Paul seriously ; " no one can 
see Him, but He can see us, and He knows all 
our thoughts, my thoughts and thy thoughts," 
(the child started,) " He knows everything." 

" And when people do wrong," added Patty, 
who thought it wise and right that she should 
give a few wholesome words of admonition; 
" He is very angry with them indeed, and pun- 
ishes them very much ; I will read to thee 
sometimes how the Lord punished the unrigh- 
teous people." 
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The child looked frightened ; the idea of the 
Invisible God Who, as Paul had just said, knew 
her very thoughts, being angry with her, and 
punishing her, was far worse in her imagination 
than sjiything she had ever gone through. 

Paul saw this, and endeavoured to comfort 
her. 

"And she will also read to thee," he said 
softly, " how the Gentle Saviour loved fhe little 
children, and took them in His Arms and blessed 
themj and how, when people were sorry for 
all they'd done wrong. He forgave them, and 
loved them, oh, so well, so wonderfully well, that 
when they were all so wicked that they could 
never have gone to their Father's Home, He 
died a cruel death to save them, and to make 
the way easier. But now, child, thou art very 
tired; go to bed, and sleep well in thy new 
home, and may the Lord bless thy coming to 
us, and us to thee." 

Then Patty, taking a candle, led the way to 
the room that had been prepared for the little 
stranger. 

"I wish I was quite good," said the child 
when they reached it, "and not so dirty and 
ragged ; then, may be, you'd like me, but I don't 
see how you can now." 
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The words smote on Patty's conscience. 

" Thou'lt be better. some day," she said; "it's 
hard for all of us to-night, the Lord sends these 
hard things to make us see, and do our duty ; 
I will do mine by thee, thou shalt have clothes 
to wear to-morrow, and thy hair must be cut 
and neatly plaited away, and thy dress must be 
black, because thy father is dead, — thou shalt 
be cared for, and also taught to work; I will 
not fail in my duty to thee ;" and then wishing 
the child good-night she left her to her own 
thoughts, which ran much in this way : 

" She talks a deal about duty, I wonder what 
it is ; and he don't say nothin' about it, but it's 
nice to hear him talk, and I don't think I'll run 
away, but somehows I wish it was the Pleasant 
Land." 



CHAPTER VII. 

GIANTS TO SLAY. 

A FEW days later, and the rags, and dirt, and 
"^ wretchedness of the London street child 
had all disappeared. She was now decently 
clothed in a plain black dress, and neat hoUand 
apron ; her hair had been cut, and smoothed, 
and plaited away, and her feet were feeling very 
uncomfortable in the good stockings and boots 
provided for her by Patty. For it would be 
quite a mistake to suppose that the child was 
happy in her sudden transition from abject want 
to comparative ease ; it would have been against 
nature had she felt so; her life had been so 
recklessly free, and the restraint here was irk- 
some ; she had hitherto owed and shown obe- 
dience to none, but Patty's precise, orderly 
manner commanded obedience, and the child, 
struck mute, as it were, by the strangeness of all 
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around her, silently obeyed. Only out in the 
meadows with Paul was her tongue loosed, only 
to him could she speak of the Land that now 
seemed to her very far away, the Pleasant 
Country beyond the Hills ; for Patty had been 
true to her word, and had read to her out of the 
Bible the awful history of Ananias and Sapphira, 
and the child, terror-stricken, had cried to her 
to put the Book away, and read out of It no 
more. 

" It's God's Book," she said, " and I am a 
wicked child, and He knows IVe told lies, cos 
they made me, and some day He'll kill me like 
that, and I shan't get to the Pleasar" Land." 

But when Paul one evening, with her hand 
in his, strolled through the rich, grassy meadows 
and explained to her clearly and minutely all 
the sad circumstances relating to the dure judg- 
ment which fell on the erring husband and wife, 
the terror partly faded away, — ^not the whole- 
some terror, that would have been far from 
Paul's object, — ^but the terror which would l»ave 
narrowed the view he wished her to take of the 
wise acts and judgments of an All-Wise God, — 
which would have cramped the buds of promise 
he believed were already springing up within 
her, which would have made her regard the 



56 THE GIANT-SLAYERS. 

Father of All Good rather as a revengeful 
persecutor than a God of Infinite Mercy, and 
Goodness, and Love. Then he read to her of 
the long-suffering, and meekness, and patience 
of the Holy Christ, and how He would forgive 
the greatest of sinners if they would only turn to 
Him and repent; "for thou must know," con- 
tinued Paul, " it's not enough only to be sorry 
when we do wrong. S. Peter, as I have been 
reading to thee, was very sorry, and wept ex- 
ceeding bitterly, but he did not stop there, he 
worked all the rest of his life for the dear Master 
he loved, and died a death of agony rather than 
deny Him again." 

" Do you mean," asked the child, " as it ain't 
no use for me to be sorry as IVe stole, and told 
lies, and said bad words, if I means to do it all 
again when a chance comes, — don't you mean 
as I ought to leave everything bad right clean 
off?" 

" Yes," replied Paul, " that's exactly what I 
do mean ; but thou wilt be tempted sore, my 
poor child, — not to steal, perhaps, for thou hast 
plenty to eat and drink now, thank the Lord ; 
nor to use bad words, by the grace of God that 
is a habit easily to be conquered ; but the temp- 
tation to lie will cling to thee all thy life. Thou 
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hast heard of the Evil One, the Devil we call 
him ; he was an angel once, and lived in the 
Pleasant Land with God a very long time ago, 
before this world we live in was made. But he 
was proud and rebellious, and he made other 
angels the same, and they rose and fought 
against the King of Heaven, the Almighty God, 
thou knowest, and sad to tell thee, there was 
war in Heaven. But God, Who can do all 
things, conquered in the battle, and cast down 
the bad angels with the Devil, their leader, into 
Ihe Great Burning Lake we call Hell, and they 
can never go back again to the Pleasant Land 
that was once their Home. The Evil One 
hates God most bitterly, and tries all he can to 
make people wicked, so that they may go and 
live with him in the Burning Lake, and he wins 
them most by making them tell lies, — he is the 
father of lies. Ofttimes he tempts people who 
love God very dearly to deceive themselves, — 
tempts them to tell God they're very sorry for 
some wrong thing they've done, and if they 
just looked close into their heart they'd find 
they weren't so very sorry, not so sorry as they 
ought to be ; but people don't often look close 
into their heart, and so they deceive themselves, 
and to deceive is the same as telling lies, and 

G 
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God, Who is all Truth, sees no difference. 
What is not perfectly true must be a lie with 
Him, and the Devil knows this, and so keeps 
close to us till the very last moment of our 
lives, to lose no chance of making us his own ; 
but the Righteous One, the Saviour, keeps 
close too, and if we are faithful to Him He will 
be faithful to us, and save us, and take us to 
His Home, where the Evil One can never come 
near us any more." 

The child sighed. "I wish that time was 
come," she said, " it's awful to think of always 
fightin' agin that Devil ; father used to say a deal 
about him, and often told me to go to him, and 
never come back no more. But I don't mean 
to go to him, I mean to go to God ; at least," 
she added, in a more subdued tone, " if He will 
let me, and help me to go." 

" Thou'rt right to say that," answered Paul, 
" thou canst do nothing without the. Lord; but 
with Him, thou canst do all things. With Him 
thou canst slay the two other great enemies, — 
giants, I call them, — that will beset thy path : 
they are called the World and the Flesh. To 
one person the Devil seems the strongest giant, 
to another the World, to another the Flesh; 
sometimes we are attacked by all three at once. 
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We cannot conquer them in our own strength, 
not even if they come singly. We must call 
loudly to the Living God ; I mean with a strong 
great longing when I say loudly, — the voice of 
the heart, thou knowest. We must say, * O 
Lord, haste Thee to help me,' and He will 
haste, and the giants will be confounded, and 
flee from before us." 

" What do you mean by the World ?" asked 
the child, who was naturally acute, and already 
understood in a great measure Paul's peculiar 
way of speaking of religion. 

" Sometimes," replied he, " when people have 
a great deal of money, they learn to love it and 
the pleasure it can give them more than God ; 
and by so doing they break one of His greatest 
commandments, 'Thou shalt have none other 
gods but Me.' They would be very- angry if 
they were told they did not worship God, be- 
cause many of them go to church every Sunday, 
and think those who do not go are quite wicked ; 
but these people are under the dominion of the 
giant called the World. He is a very pleasant 
giant, he does not tell people to murder, and 
lie, and cheat, and steal, as the Devil does ; he 
looks very shocked when he hears of or sees 
such things, but the path by which he takes his 
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poor victims leads just as surely to the Burning 
Lake, — the dreadful Hell of which I have told 
thee. Yet thou must not think, child, that all 
rich people love the World. God knows how 
very hard it is for them to come to Him, and if 
they only ask Him, He helps them all He can ; 
and also, thou must not think that it is only rich 
people who follow the giant World; such as 
thou and I follow it quite as much, though in a 
different way. We wonder what people say 
about us ; ^e are anxious they should think we 
are respectable, and well-dressed, and well-to-do, 
and we forget altogether what God is thinking 
of us. Thou wilt follow the giant World if 
thou learnest to love thy new home more than 
the Pleasant Land, and Patty and me more than 
the Father in Heaven. But after all," con- 
tinued Paul, leaning against the broad trunk of 
an oak tree with folded arms, and a far-off look 
in his thoughtful eyes, " after all, I don't think 
there is a greater giant to battle with than the 
giant called Flesh. Thou must know, child, 
that the giant called Flesh is our very own 
selves, so thou seest it is a giant we can never 
get away from. The Devil ofttimes will leave 
us for a season, like he did Our Blessed Lord, 
which I will read to thee some day. And the 



THE GIANT-SLAYERS. 6 1 

World may forsake us, or we may get tired of 
the World when we come to find how false it is. 
But the wants and wishes of the giant Flesh are 
always with us, always clamouring to be heard, 
always warring against the Spirit. We like our 
own way, and our way is not God's Way. We 
desire to eat of forbidden fruit, as did Adam 
and Eve, which I read to thee this morning. 
What I mean is, we seek often to have what 
God has not given us, and sometimes we will 
have it ; we will go into wicked company, or 
"we will think much of the beauty of our poor 
weak bodies, that God can crush in a moment, 
if He likes, or spoil by wasting sickness \ or we 
will be too fond of eating and drinking till we 
have nothing to spare to give to the poor, starv- 
ing people. But I could never tell thee the 
thousand ways this giant Flesh has to tempt 
God's children to the Burning Lake ; day by day 
thou wilt learn them for thyself. Yet thou must 
ever remember that all these giants can be slain, 
and if thou dost really desire to reach the Plea- 
sant Land, thou must slay them all without any 
mercy, not in thine own way, nor in thine own 
might, but in the Strength of the Living God." 

The child was very quiet ; Paul's impressive 
manner, and his still more impressive words. 
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were making way in her little heathen heart. 
They resumed their walk silently at first, but 
after a time Paul said, 

" In a few days, when I have read more to 
thee about the Blessed Christ, and the Merci- 
ful God, and told thee what They would have 
thee do to get to the Pleasant Land, I shall 
take thee to the Church and have thee baptized, 
that is, a name will be given thee by which 
Christ will know thee when He gathers in His 
own ; and our Heavenly Father will then re- 
ceive thee as His child, and the Lord Jesus 
Christ will be thine Elder Brother, and the 
Holy Spirit of the Father and the Son will 
come into thy heart, and thou wilt be a Chris- 
tian, — one of God's family here on earth. 
Thou must think and tell me what name thou 
wouldst like to have." 

They had just reached home as Paul con- 
cluded speaking, so there was no time for fur- 
ther conversation that night, as he would have 
to be up betimes the next morning for his jour- 
ney to London, and they must go to rest early. 
But long did the little stranger lie awake in her 
bed, thinking of the name she should choose by 
which her Saviour would know her, by which 
she would be called when treading the streets 
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of the Pleasant Land^ with angels for friends, 
and God for her Father, by which she would 
be known as the slayer of the mighty giants 
whose everlasting portion was in the Burning 
Lake. 




CHAPTER VIII. 

THE rector's visit. 

T T was the next afternoon, and Patty and her 
adopted child were sitting in the rose- 
covered porch of the cottage, the former teach- 
ing the latter to sew. 

From the distant farm-lands the pleasant low- 
ing of cattle could now and then be heard, the 
swallows in the eaves faintly twittered, the bees 
hummed lazily through the summer air, whilst 
high above in the blue sky the beneficent sun 
at the bidding of the Master was sending forth 
heat to ripen the grain so rich and clustering in 
the fields below. 

Patty had become a little more reconciled 
to her charge ; she did not find her the annoy- 
ance she expected, but on the contrary quick 
and helpful ; besides, her woman's nature had 
been in a measure gratified by buying and plan- 
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ning new clothes and necessaries for the desti- 
tute child. 

It was rather pleasant to sit in that shady 
porch, and reflect that only a week or two since 
the neat, respectable looking girl before her was 
clothed in rags, her body utterly neglected, her 
soul uncared for, her future something too ter- 
rible to think about, and now she had home 
and friends, and food, and clothes; and she 
was grateful too, Patty thought, and perhaps 
after all might not bring discredit on the Lord's 
people. 

" I'd like her to be honest, and upright, and 
truthful, and modest as a maiden should be," 
said Patty within her heart ; " and I'd like people 
to say we had set her a good example, and had 
done our duty by her." 

Thus perfectly self-complacent she thought it 
would be as well to ask what the child was 
thinking about, and if her thoughts in any way 
reflected her own. 

The answer startled her, it struck on chords 
in her soul that jarred, they had so long been 
tuneless, and yet until this moment she had 
believed them to be in perfect harmony. 

There was a hideous giant in Patty's path 
which crushed down many wonderful flowers that 
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would have grown there but for him ; this giant 
could present himself in different forms, and 
had many names, — one was Spiritual Pride. 

" I was thinking," replied the child, in answer 
to Patty's question, "how good the Father 
must be to want me to be His child, — 2l wicked, 
bad girl like me, who's been took to gaol, and 
never seen nothint good till I come here, and 
He can have angels for His children ; He can't 
wan^ me at all, you know, there's thousands of 
others He could have ; and if I was to work for 
Him for years and years. He could do just as 
well without my work, because of course I'm 
nobody, but it seems like as if He knows as I 
wants to go to the Pleasant Land, and He says, 

* I'll help her, and I'll love her, and I'll have 
her for My child.' " 

It was the absence of all self-assertion in this 
reply, and the pure, deep-rooted humility con- 
veyed in every word of it, that vibrated so start- 
lingly on Patty's soul. 

" Humility is the great ornament and jewel 
of Christian religion,"^ an eminent Father of the 
Church once wrote ; and Paul, who loved his 
writings, had often told this to Patty, with an 
unceasing prayer in his heart that some day she 

* Bp. Jeremy Taylor. Holy Living. Chap. II. Sect, IV. 
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might possess it ; but here to her utter astonish- 
ment was a child whom she regarded as a 
heathen, unknowingly possessing a treasure in 
which she, a Christian woman for many years, 
had no part or lot. 

"Art thou glad to have learnt about the 
Righteous God ?" she asked after a little time, 
still feeling inwardly very uncomfortable. 

"Oh, yes, I wish I'd heard of Him a long 
time ago, before I stole or said bad words, most 
like I shouldn't ha' been so wicked then ; and 
I've been thinkin' all day as father might ha' 
been good and kind to me, instead of cruel and 
bad, if he'd known about the Pleasant Land, 
and the Saviour dying to save wicked peo- 
ple; but he didn't know nothing about what 
God does, only about the Devil; I said the 
other day I was glad he was dead, because he 
couldn't hurt me no more, but I'm very sorry 
now; I wish he'd come back just for a little 
while to hear what a good Father there is in 
Heaven." 

" I am glad," responded Patty, " that thou 
hast come at last to a right way of thihking 
about thy father's death; it. shocked me much 
the other night to hear thee tell neighbour Gray 
thou wast glad he was gone; but neighbour 
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Gray is discreet, she will not mention it among 
the Lord's people ; for the talking of such, thou 
must know, is always of a godly sort, we eschew 
all evil among us, and even the mention of it, 
unless it be to warn one another to shun an 
unrighteous person ; therefore I would have thee 
careful in what thou sayest, so that shame may 
not come upon us for thy sake." 

There was a flush on Patty's face, as she 
finished speaking, her conscience was ill at ease 
about the giant that beset her path; she felt 
she had had an opportunity of repulsing him, 
and had lost it ; should she try to unsay her 
words ? to soften them a little ? A sharp struggle 
began within her, and in the midst of it the 
latch of the little gate was lifted, and the Rector 
came slowly down the garden path; she had 
begun her battle with the giant too late, and 
with a pang of regret she put it off till another 
time. 

" So this is the little stranger, Mrs. Somers," 
said the clergyman kindly, when Patty had 
made her courtesy, and found him a seat, " that 
you and your husband have taken to your 
home ?" 

" Yes, sir; we have made her tidy and clean, 
and Paul is teaching her her letters, and we 
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both read to her, and tell her of the Great and 
Just God, and when thou art satisfied that she 
knows enough and understands rightly, we shall 
bring her to the Church to be baptized." 

" That is well," replied the Rector, " I had a 
long talk with your husband this morning ; he 
called at my house for some parcels ; he seemed 
to think it might not be very long before we 
give this little one a Christian name." 

" I hope not, sir," returned Patty, " for it 
troubles me much that one unbaptized should 
be a dweller in my home ; it gives occasion for 
much talk among the Lord's people, who can- 
not see why Paul should have brought home a 
heathen child, and one who has wandered so 
far in the paths of sin — " but here Patty broke 
off abruptly, for the Rector was looking very 
grave, nay, more than grave, severe. 

" The Lord's people, Mrs. Somers," he said, 
" must know very little of their Lord's teaching 
if such is their talk ; He came to seek and to 
save that which was lost, and we are told to 
follow His example in all things ; so your hus- 
band endeavoured to seek and to save this poor 
little child lost in the great and evil world; 
many a priest, and many a Levite, may be, have 
passed her by on the other side, but the Sa- 
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maritati came at last in Paul. If you look into 
your Bible you will find that when our Saviour 
speaks of him who fell among thieves, He calls 
him * a certain man :' we are not told the coun- 
try of which he was a native, nor his calling, nor 
his religion, if he had any, and it is possible he 
had not. The Samaritan on coming to him 
only sees the bare need of a suffering fellow- 
creature; he asks no questions, but instantly 
relieves his necessity, and so Paul, striving, as 
I believe he ever does, to follow his Master in 
all things, stayed not to ask if * a certain child' 
whom he found starving in soul and body in 
the wilderness of London belonged to this or 
that persuasion, if she were a Christian, or 
a heathen; what mattered it to him? She 
was the lamb lost upon the mountains, and 
the Good Shepherd was waiting with out- 
stretched Arms of Love to gather her into His 
Fold : she was the lost piece of silver, precious, 
real metal, remember, stamped with the Image 
of God, yet lost in the swamps and mire of sin ; 
and Paul swept diligently till he found it ; and 
so there was joy in H^^ven among the angels 
of God. Yet you tell me, among the Lord's 
people here on earth, the most worthy of whom 
are at the best but unprofitable servants, instead 
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of joy there was disapproval and condemnation 
of Paul's conduct. To him, it is of little con- 
cern what people say ; his labour of love is very 
precious in the sight of his God, that is enough 
for a faithful servant ; but to them it is a matter 
of great moment : God does not judge as man 
does, sad for us all if He did, and sad indeed 
for these people who call themselves the Lord's 
if they wander so far from the footsteps of the 
Master they profess to love.'' 

Patty sat abashed under this rebuke of the 
Rector; he was a wise and good man, she 
knew, and well fitted for the duties of his office, 
and he had laid before her the plain state of 
things, and it looked unpleasant, to say the 
least; for in the vivid picture he had drawn, 
Paul was the Samaritan, worthy of all praise 
from men and angels ; she was the priest, or the 
Levite, and so standing out in the cold, away, 
far away from her Lord's Love, with only the 
hollow voices of the world approving her lack 
of charity. But the child's eyes were glistening 
as the Rector talked ; these new revelations of 
the compassion of Divine Love were exceeding 
beautiful to hear, so her work fell on her lap, 
and her hands folded themselves together, as 
she listened with rapt attention. The Rector 
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noticed this, and after a few minutes' silence, 
addressed her in a gentle tone. 

" Do you think you understand," he asked, 
" what is meant by bringing you to the Church 
to be baptized ?" 

The girl did not answer at once, though there 
was no hesitation in her manner when she did 
speak. 

" I think I do," she replied, " he's told me a 
deal about it ; I'm to go there and say I'll have 
nothing to do with the Devil, and the World, 
and the Flesh, for they're terrible giants, always 
trying to keep us from the Pleasant Land ; and 
I'm to believe that God is the Good Father in 
Heaven, and can do everything ; and the Lord 
Jesus Christ is His Son, and is the same as 
God, and died for all the wicked people, and 
was put in a grave, and was only there a little 
while, and then rose out of it and went up into 
Heaven to live with His Father for ever, and 
to pray to Him for the wicked people, and some 
day He will come again to judge the wicked 
people. And then He and the Father sent 
their Spirit down into people's hearts who wanted 
to be called after the Saviour's name ; so God 
is always with us, and when we are made His 
children we don't belong to ourselves any more, 
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and can't do as we like, and we must forgive 
everybody, because God has forgiven us so 
much, and — and — I think that is all." 

" My child," said the Rector, who was much 
delighted at the girPs earnestness, "you know 
much, very much of the Holy Faith, — quite 
enough for you to come to the Church and re- 
ceive your Christian name, but you do not know 
all^ — ^you have much yet to leaxn." 

" I meant," replied the child, " that was all 
he's taught me." 

" I see, I see," returned the Rector ; "well, you 
have leamt much, and understand it well. Have 
you been thinking of the name you would like 
to have ?" 

The girl's face flushed. " Yes," she replied, 
in a quiet tone, " Mary." 

" Why Mary ?" asked the Rector. 

" Mary the mother of Jesus," retumed the 
child, looking beyond him up into the blue sky, 
and speaking in a tone as though talking to her- 
self. " I'd like to be called by her name, it 
seems close to Him, the Saviour, I mean ; and 
besides, it was the name of the little girl that the 
clergyman in London spoke so kind to." 

"Ah, in some school-room," remarked the 
Rector ; " Paul told me of that. Well, Mary is 

H 
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a beautiful name, you could not have chosen 
better. I think we will appoint next Sunday, 
Mrs. Somers, for the baptism," he added, turning 
to Patty, " so perhaps you will tell your husband. 
I hope God will bless both him and you in the 
work you have undertaken ; your reward is with 
Him. What the world says is of little moment : 
the world must pass away, but God's Word will 
ever remain, faithful and true to the end. Good- 
bye, my child, I shall see you again soon; 
good-bye, Mrs. Somers, I shall expect you on 
Sunday." So saying the Rector walked away 
up the winding lane. 

" I am wondering," said Patty, after a little 
while, " what thou oughtest to call me and Paul ; 
we have no children, and thou hast come to be 
our child. I think thou shouldst call us father 
and mother," (here Patty winced, for what the 
righteous people might think of her allowing an 
outcast to call her by such a sacred name, would 
steal into her mind,) " it will sound strange at 
first, but I think it is right, and I know Paul 
would like it. Dost think thou couldst say 
father and mother when thou speakest to 
us?" 

Patty had fairly beaten off the giant this time, 
and felt the brighter for the victory, but though 
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somewhat damped by the child's reply, she felt 
its truth. 

" I don't think I could call you mother," she 
said; "I don't love you yet, — I think I shall 
some day, but I don't yet. I love him^ and I'd 
like to call him father if he'd let me." 

" I am sure he will," replied Patty ; " and 
how dost thou like the Rector ?" 

" Do you mean the gentleman who was here 
just now?" asked the child. 

*' Yes." 

" I think I like him a jdeal," she returned, 
'•' he told such beautiful things. I wish you'd 
take and read to me about that man the other 
was kind to, — ^what he talked about, you know, — 
he said it was in the Bible ; I'd like to hear all 
about it." 

So Patty took her Bible, and read of the 
" neighbour to him who fell among thieves," and 
wisely laid the lesson to heart, refraining from 
offering any remarks on the subject, or explana- 
tion of it, as was her wont, perhaps feeling just 
then that it would be safer to learn than to 
teach. 



CHAPTER IX. 

LIGHT IN THE DIALS, 

IVyf ORE than three months had passed away 
^ ■*■ since the little outcast had become an 
inmate of Paul's home. It was now early au- 
tumn, and the winds were already keen and 
sharp, while over the fields, and along the plea- 
sant Surrey lanes and roads, leaves were lying 
thick and scattered, withering and dead. The 
nameless child, snatched as a brand from the 
burning, was now a Christian, and called by the 
name she had chosen — Maiy. Paul and Patty 
were her sponsors, with neighbour Gray, who 
had voluntarily offered to be godmother to the 
friendless girl 

She was happy now, this poor child, at least 
every one who saw her, except Paul, thought so ; 
but she had a secret trouble which, whatever it 
might have been to any one else, was to her 
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great and heavy. Always quick and helpful in 
household duties, willing with almost a painful 
anxiety to do anything required of her by either 
Paul or Patty, it quite escaped the observation 
of the latter that there was something on the 
child's mind. But one evening towards the end 
of October, when the first frost was lying thick 
on the outside world, and the three inmates of 
the cottage were enjoying their evening meal by 
the side of a cheery fire, the trouble lay so heavy 
on little Mary's soul, that she put aside her 
food, and great heavy tears came slowly into 
her eyes. 

" Mary," said Paul gently, " thou hast some- 
thing on thy mind that thou shouldst tell us, 
thou'rt either sick in body, or sick at heart ; 
thou knowest, if we can, we will do thee good, 
so keep thy trouble no longer to thyself, child, 
but tell it to us for thine own good." 

Thus encouraged, the child endeavoured to 
explain, but the floodgates once opened, the 
tears would fall first. At last she said, 

" It's Wild Peggy I'm always thinking about, 
— Peggy up in the Dials, with no food, and no 
fire, and the cold winter." 

Patty was silent, she waited to hear more; 
she was rather sorry than otherwise that this 
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living link with an unpleasant past was still re- 
membered so vindly by her adopted child, for, 
from all accounts, Peggy must have been a most 
depraved character, and altogether hopeless. 
But Paul's mind was set at rest on a point that 
had much troubled him ; he was satisfied now 
that the girl had a really grateful heart, when 
she could remember with such evident feeling 
in her prosperity the miserable, fighting, thieving 
beggar. Wild Peggy, who had sometimes fed her 
and helped her ; so he said, 

" It glads me, Mary, glads me to the heart, 
that thou hast spoken out thy grief; often have 
I wondered if thou hast ever thought of that 
poor and erring creature, for as thou hast said, 
she used to be kind to thee when thou hadst 
no other friend on earth, and gave thee food 
when thou wast starving, and now thou hast 
enough and more to satisfy thy need, and 
thinkest of her with a grateful heart." 

" That isn't all t think about her," interrupted 
the child, "I can't help remembering all the 
cruel words I said to her the day father was 
buried, the day I came here, and she was very 
kind, she gave me her mat to sit on in the only 
shady comer of her room, and she sat in the 
sun to make up her matches, and the day was 
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very hot. I told her I wished I had something 
to kill her with just as she sat there, and I was 
sorry I*d ever eaten her food, or slept on her 
mat, because I hated her ; but the worst thing 
of all was, I said I would find the Way to the 
Pleasant Land somehow, but I would never, 
never tell her ; and now I want her to know all 
about it," added the child in a choking voice ; 
"I feel sometimes as if I couldn't go on any 
further till IVe told Peggy, because sometimes 
I dream she's moaning and cr3dng to find the 
Way, and can't." 

" And why ?" asked Patty, who had become 
really interested in the child's regrets ; " didst 
thou say all these cruel things to the poor 
woman ? thou must have been very angry ; what 
had she said or done to make thee so ?" 

"A clergyman had come the night before 
when I was away at father's grave," replied 
Mary, "to tell me the Way to the Pleasant 
Land, and she had sent him away with rude 
and unkind words, and wouldn't let him speak 
at all, and shut the door in his face ; and when 
she told me about it I was very angry, and said 
the cruel words I told you just now, because I 
thought I should never be able to find the Way 
after what she had done." 
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" And now thou art sorry," said Paul gently, 
" and would like Peggy to know all about the 
Pleasant Land : well, thou art right, very right ; 
the * good tidings of great joy* were sent to all 
people, to Peggy as well as to all of us here ; 
let thy heart be cheered, Mary, thou shalt go to 
London with me to-morrow, and together we 
will try and find the poor soul : Patty, thou 
canst spare the child, I hope ?" 

"Yes," responded his wife, who rarely op- 
posed her husband's will or wishes in anything, 
though she thought it wise to add in the present 
instance, " I trust thou wilt not let her join or 
speak with any who have known her in the past, 
excepting this poor woman; I like not much 
the thought of her going back to those scenes 
of sin, but what thou sayest is right, she ought 
to go, and thou wilt be with her, and the Great 
God also, therefore we must not fear." 

And so it was arranged that night to the satis- 
faction and happiness of the child that next 
morning, the weather being fine, she and Paul 
should set out on their pilgrimage to Seven 
Dials, in search of that degraded being who had 
drifted so far away from the pale of social life 
as no longer to be recognised as one of its mem- 
bers. Wild Peggy. 
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The day had approached veiy near noon when 
Paul having deposited all his parcels and dif- 
ferent charges safely, put up his horse and cart 
at the usual place in Oxford Street, and. taking 
Mary by the hand walked through Soho to that 
terrible locality of sin, and sorrow, and shame, 
known as Seven Dials. 

Many times did the child tighten her hold 
of Paul's protecting hand, as together they 
threaded the dark and dirty well-remembered 
alleys, for every now and then faces appeared 
before her, and passed her, and looked back, 
faces that she recognised only too well, and 
which she could not help fancying recognised 
her, though it is possible they did not, and only 
stared at the phenomenon of two respectable 
people, not being clergymen, missionaries, or 
women on errands of mercy, appearing in their 
wretched midst, and not seemingly anxious to 
get out of it. 

At last they found the old, smoke-begrimed, 
rickety house at the top of a blind court, from 
which the child four months, before had fled in 
her sudden rage. 

A man more than half-stupid with drink was 
lying across the doorway on the broken step, 
and it required all Paul's bodily strength, as 
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well as persuasion to induce him to move so far 
as to allow of their passing up-stairs. Fresh 
difficulties, however, awaited them, the juvenile 
occupants of each floor swarmed the landings at 
their approach, and on inquiries being made as 
to whether Wild Peggy still lived in the top back- 
attic, the answers received were so interwoven 
with oaths and abuse that it was impossible to 
arrive at any reasonable conclusion on the 
matter. 

At last, after many repulses, they reached the 
door of the wretched den allotted by poverty, 
and sin, and neglect,. to a human being. 

The child hesitated a moment or two before, 
at Paul's bidding, she knocked for admittance, 
and when at last she did, a low moan like one 
of pain was the only reply she received. 

" We'd better go in," said Paul ; " thou 
shouldst go first, and gently, for the poor soul 
may be in great suffering." 

Mary obeyed, and to her great surprise found 
some slight changes made in the place. In the 
broken fireplace stood a small but new grate, 
but it was perfectly empty, and there seemed no 
trace of coals anywhere to be seen ; where the 
heap of dirty straw used to lie, which formerly 
composed Peggy's bed, were now a mattress, 
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a pillow, and a blanket, and on the mattress was 
lying a thin, shrunken old woman, shaking all 
over as if with cold, but which the child could 
still recognise as Wild Peggy. 

" Who is it, who is it ?" she asked, in a whin- 
ing, peevish voice; "why don't you say who 
you are, and what you want ?" 

The child tried to say something, but the 
words only died away in a kind of murmur. 

" I can't see you," moaned Peggy ; " why 
don't you come closer, and tell me who you 
are?" 

Paul came in now, and closed the door, mo- 
tioning with his hand for Mary to go nearer to 
the sick woman's bed. 

She did so, and sat down on a low stool she 
found beside it. 

" Don't you remember me ?" she asked in a 
very low tone, but not daring to look at Peggy. 

" I knows yer voice," replied the woman, 
struggling to raise herself on her elbow, and 
succeeding in the effort, peering close into the 
girl's face ; " why, and I believes I know yer 
outright now, for all yer bein' so neat and 'spec- 
table like ; it's little Light-Fingers, ain't it ? Why, 
lor, I thought as you wam't a-comin' nigh me 
no more ?" 
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" I've come to tell you," said the child, striv- 
ing to speak without emotion, for the appel- 
lation by which Peggy had established her iden- 
tity in her own mind, had roused many and 
painful recollections; "IVe come to tell you 
how sorry I am for saying all those cruel things 
to you the day they buried father, I was very 
wicked to say them, and I'm very sorry." 

" Lor," said Peggy, " I'm sorry too ; I've 
been sorry o' nights most, spec'ally since the 
weather's turned so cold, and I didn't know 
where you was; I know'd you wasn't in that 
Pleasant Land as you talked on, 'cos I've heard 
summut about that place lately ; but where ever 
^ave you been?" continued Peggy curiously; 
" you ain't been stealin' by the look on yer, you 
don't look like a jail-bird anyhows." 

"Oh, no," replied Mary, "I've been very 
happy ; I've a beautiful home, and a father, and 
mother, and everything I want ; and now I've 
got a name too, they call me Mary ; and I can 
read, and write a little." 

"And now, I s'pose," interrupted Peggy, 
"you've give up all thought o' t'other place, 
that Pleasant Land where they gives away them 
good things, better things nor loaves and fishes ; 
lor," added the sick woman with energy, "if I 
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wam't in sich awful pain I'd tell 'ee what they 
gives away up there ; my ! what a place it must 
be." 

The child looked from Peggy to Paul, and 
then back again. 

" How have you heard anything about it ?" 
she asked in great astonishment. 

" Oh," groaned Peggy, " oh, I'm in sich pain ; 
but there, somehows Fll try and tell yer; but 
lor, how proper you speaks, a'most like school- 
people ; is that yer new father over there ? he 
looks nice too, don't be ; kind, eh ? Well, now 
I'll tell yer how it was I heerd ; you was gone 
about a for'night when I took a awful fever and 
hagy (ague) ; I couldn't get out to get no food 
nor steal nothin' nohows, so I lays and howls, 
and groans on the old heap o' straw nigh on 
three days, and no soul come a-nigh me. One 
night when I was most burnt up with the fever 
and the hawful 'eat, I see the door a-hopenin' 
and a face looks in ; so I says to the face, ' Ah, 
you may look, I ain't got no strength now to 
slam the door on yer ;' 'cos I see at once it was 
the fine gentleman as had come to tell you the 
way to the Pleasant Land ; so he comes right 
into the room and shuts the door hisself, so 
gentle like, and he spoke so soft. He says. 
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'You seems very bad, my poor woman, very 
bad, you do ;' so I says, ' I am bad just ;' then 
he says, * Ain't you got no friends ?' and I laughs 
when he said * friends ;* ' Lor,' says I, * I never 
heard o' such people.' He looked so sorry 
when I said that ; then says he, * I'm afraid 
you're goin' to have a bad fever ;' * I think I've 
got It,' says I. Then he looks round the room, 
and shook his head, and seemed awful sorry; 
and then he doesn't say nothin', but goes out 
and shuts the door. * That's yer fine folk,' says 
I to myself, and I laughs bitter ; then it all come 
dark, I couldn't see nothin', then I laughs agin, 
and shivered and shaked, lor, awful, then I was 
all bumin' up agin, and* tried to get up and 
run about, but it wam't no good, it came on 
darker and darker, till I don't remember nothin' 
more." 

" How bad you must have been," remarked 
Mary with much compassion. 

Paul listened with wonderful interest to this 
recital. 

"When it got lighter," resumed Peggy, "I 
didn't know where I #as ; my ! what a place I 
was in ! beds, and food, and people to nuss yer, 
and kind folk all round ; it wam't a big place 
neither, it wam't no 'orspital, summut o' the 
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same sort, I s'pose, only small like, very small, 
and soon as I know'd a little where I was, the 
gentleman come to see me, and he says, * I'm 
so glad, my poor soul, as you're better, so glad/ 
I says to him, * How ever does I come here, and 
what's been the matter? I ain't been took to 
jail, I know, it's a sight better 'an that j' so he 
says, * No ; you was very bad with a fever up in 
your room, and I had you brought here to be 
took care on, and try to make yer well ; there's 
been hawful fever about your part this summer, 
so a friend o' mine, a young doctor, has took 
this house, and takes as many poor people as 
he can to try and cure 'em, and kind people 
gives him and me money, and we does all we 
can.' Then I says, * Well, you must be a kind 
sort, for I dessay you gives all you've got of yer 
own too ;' and a woman calls out from another 
bed, * Yes, yes, he do,' and then the gentleman 
he colours up, and says as how what he give 
wam't his but God's, and then arter that he 
went on to talk o' the Pleasant Land, — ^that's 
how I comed to know about it ; and he asked 
about you, he did, and I think he didn't like to 
hear you'd runned away, 'cos he said he'd got to 
write about yer to a clergy friend o' his over the 
sea somewheres; I used to feel so sorry I'd 
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spoke SO rude to him, and slammed the door in 
his face, and every day when he come nigh I 
says, * I hope you'll forgive me, sir, I do hop>e 
you will,' and he smiled so cheery like, and he 
says always, * Oh, yes, Peggy, yes.' " 

Here the sick woman, who had been many 
times interrupted during her recital by a dis- 
tressing cough, sank back exhausted by her 
volubility. 

" I am afraid," said Paul kindly, " thou hast 
been talking too much, I am afraid thou art very 
far from being strong yet." 

Peggy moaned, and shook her head. " I'm 
dying," she replied with real earnestness, " that's 
just what it is." 

Mary looked into Paul's face for a confirma- 
tion of these words ; he looked very grave, but 
avoided meeting her eyes. 

" I tell yer how I knows it," resumed Peggy j 
" the doctor as was at that place where I was 
took, the kind gentleman's friend, he told me as 
how I should never get well no more ; he said 
I'd had the fever dreadful bad, and it had left 
summut as 'ud kill me. He told it so kind 
though, and spoke so beautiful of Him up there," 
(here Peggy pointed to the sky,) "said as how 
Ife cured a// pain. Then I says, * Sir, am I to 
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die here ?' and he says, ' Only God knows that, 
Peggy* but I hope not.' I think it was just a 
week arterwards when he corned one momin* to 
my bed, and he says, ' Our kind friend's gone 
Home, Peggy ; he's been took sudden by God, 
he's worked too hard about the fever, and caught 
it awful bad; we mustn't be too sorry, Peggy, 
God knows best, He can't do wrong, can't never 
make no mistake.' They was beautiful words ; 
I laid and thought on 'em hours and hours, I 
often thinks on 'em now when I'm afraid to die. 
First I gets frightened about all the wicked 
things as I've done, then I thinks o' all the 
promises God's made, as the gentleman used 
to read to me of; then I says to myself the 
doctor's words, * He can't make no mistake.' " 

" But how is it," asked Paul kindly, " how is 
it that thou hast left that nice place, and come 
to this cheerless room ?" 

"I was 'bliged to leave it," replied Peggy, 
" there was so many waitin' to go, bad with the 
fever ; but the young doctor comes to me, and 
he says, ' Peggy, I've had your room put a little 
more comfortable, I promised my poor friend 
I'd see after yer, and when you gets there I'll 
come and see you sometimes ;' and so he did, 
comed reg'lar, tho' I knows he was hard drove. 
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and he give me money to get food, he did; 
but he ain't been near me nigh on a month 
now, and I fancies he won't come no more, 'cos 
the last time I see him he looked awful bad, 
and said as how he thought he'd got the fever, 
and I thinks he had, and I believes as he's dead, 
same as his friend." 

" I am sore grieved to hear this," replied - 
Paul compassionately; "thou hast lost two 
blessed friends ; I fear it must be as thou think- 
est about the doctor ; but if thou wouldst like, 
I will ask for thee, if thou canst tell me where 
to find the house." 

"Well, thank'ee," said Peggy, "that's real 
kind ; it's right up 'Ampstead way somewheres, 
close on the fields, but I can't say exact 
wheres." 

"I will try my best," returned Paul; "but 
how hast thou fared, — ^what hast thou done for 
food and fire since it pleased the Dear God to 
call His labourers Home ?" 

" I ain't had much," rejoined Peggy, " I ain't 
had but very little ; no fire at all ; I've been out 
a beggin' when I can just crawl, but I never 
steals now, — I'll never steal nor do nothin' bad 
no more." 

Mary and Paul smiled brightly into each 
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Other's faces at these words, — glad news to take 
home to Patty, they both thought. 

" WeVe both been took care on, ain't we ?" 
said Peggy, after a little breathing time ; " both 
on us had wonnerful friends, me and this little 
un, I means ; I often wondered where ever you 
runned to that day, and now I don't know." 

Then Mary and Paul related all that had oc- 
curred in the cemetery and afterwards, and 
Peggy listened with the greatest wonderment, 
taking especial interest in the baptism of the 
child, who she declared " never had no name 
before." 

" I've knowed her ever since she was bom,'' 
remarked Peggy; "she didn't belong to such 
as was give to thinkin' or doin' them sort o' 
things." 

When they had brought the recital to a close 
Paul said, 

" And now I will leave Mary with thee just 
half-an-hour, — I've some business I must see 
after before I leave London, and she may like 
to tell thee of her new life." 

So he went, leaving them both quite unsus- 
picious of what the' nature of this business might 
be, though they were not long in the dark, as in 
much less than the time mentioned he retiumed 
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with sufficient necessaries for two or three days, 
and himself making up a bright little fire, he 
told Mary to make Peggy a cup of good tea ; 
and after arranging her bed a little more com- 
fortably for the night, they at last took their 
leave with the faithful promise that in a week at 
the most, possibly less, they would come to see 
her again, and Paul resolved it should be very 
soon, for he knew Pegg/s days were numbered. 



CHAPTER X. 

A GIANT SLAIN. 

"I 7ERY quiet was Patty that same night when, 
after supper was over, and everything 
cleared away, they all gathered round the bright 
log fire, she to listen, and Paul and Mary to tell 
of the wonderful dealings of a Gracious God to 
poor, sinful Peggy up in the Dials. 

" Truly," added Paul, at the conclusion of the 
recital, " His ways are past finding out ; for 
years and years this poor soul has lived a life of 
sin and misery, neglected by her fellow-crea- 
tures, nay more, shunned and abhorred by 
them, yet the Eye of God was on her always, 
for He knew the end from the beginning. Who 
shall say what a kind word might have done for 
Peggy, if it had been spoken years ago ? what a 
tender, pit)dng, loving creature a little human 
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sympathy might have made her, in the time 
that has gone ! Perhaps people that have had 
to deal with her sins and shortcomings hereto- 
fore, have seen only in the Father of Mercy a 
God of Justice ; may be they haven't thought 
of the Story of the Cross, of the Christ Who 
came to seek and to save the Peters, and 
Marys, and Davids, and dying thieves still among 
us ; but these two excellent gentlemen, Peggy's 
helpers in her terrible need, — whose names we 
may humbly hope are written in heaven, — ^they 
served the God of Love; they saw in Him 
David's God, the Compassionate Redeemer of 
one who had fallen almost if not quite as low as 
it is possible for human nature to fall. It would 
be well for all of us — for all who are called 
Christians — ^to think more of our Saviour than 
is our custom as David's God." 

Why did the bright log fire, with its cheery 
fiames, and brisk crackling, look so dim and far 
off to Patty, as though she saw it through a mist ? 
Why did she rise, and bring fresh fuel to the 
glowing hearth, and rub her eyes as if they 
smarted with the outside frost? She had be- 
come convinced during the recital of Peggy's 
history, and her husband's remarks upon it, that 
she, one of the Lord's people, one of the re- 
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deemed, had never worshipped David's God; 
she had served the Almighty, the Just, the 
Great, the Good, but not the Merciful Long- 
suffering Christ Who, when David was lost on 
the mountains of sin, followed him with un- 
wearied love, and finding him, brought him 
home, rejoicing. So Patty was quiet, silently 
praying for strength to slay the giant that 
had stood so long in her path, whilst Paul 
talked on. 

" That was a blessed thought," he continued, 
"a blessed thought for those good people to 
have about providing a home for their poor bre- 
thren sick of the fever; how full was Pegg/s 
story of the mercies, and gifts, and blessings of 
the Gracious God, how far they outweighed the 
miseries even of her present existence, because, 
like the rest of us, she deserves the miseries, 
and like us too, is altogether unworthy of the 
very least blessing, but God has seen fit to send 
her many ; above all, He has bestowed on her 
the blessed-grace of repentance. I fear, nay, I am 
sure, that she will not have opportunity to prove 
the sincerity' of it by an altered way of living, 
for her time on earth is short ; but God can see 
her heart ; He knows what is there. He knows 
the course she would pursue if He saw fit to 
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lengthen her days, as He did those of King 
Hezekiah. He knows too whether her soul on 
the day she dies will be with Him in Paradise 
or not; we know nothing, but we hope, and 
pray, and trust, and remember the dying thief, 
for God knew what a repentance his would be, 
were longer time allowed, so we may safely trust 
Peggy in such Precious Keeping, for He never 
yet broke the bruised reed, nor quenched the 
smoking flax." 

" Is the poor soul quite alone ?" asked Patty 
in a low, yet compassionate tone. 

" Quite," answered Mary and Paul together ; 
and then the former added, " she said she would 
rather be alone than have the people she used 
to swear and fight with come about her; she 
doesn't hate them, you know, but she doesn't 
want to hear the dreadful things they say ; she 
likes to be alone best, and think of what the 
gentleman used to read ; he was a clergyman, 
she said." 

Patty sighed. "I suppose, Paul," she re- 
marked, after a while, " thou wilt try and see if 
that kind doctor is dead or not ?" 

"Indeed," replied Paul, "that will be my 
first endeavour. To-morrow I shall ask the 
Rector if he hath heard of this home for the 
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sick. I have little doubt but that he hath, and 
then when next I go to town I shall make my 
way to the spot, and ask all questions. But I 
am sorely troubled, Patty, as to whether we 
ought not to let our Mary go, and nurse poor 
Peggy in her death sickness ; yet I like not one 
so young to have a charge so grave ; and be- 
sides, she hath walked but a little on the Way to 
the Pleasant Land, and old scenes and old 
temptations might prove too much for so young 
a soldier of the Cross, therefore. I am sorely 
troubled." 

" But I would like to go," said Mary, " if you 
will let me. I would pray to God always to 
keep me safe; I shouldn't like Peggy to die 
alone." 

Paul looked earnestly at Patty, as if to read 
her thoughts on the subject. She gravely shook 
her head as she replied, 

" No, Paul, we must not let her go ; I am 
quite sure of that. We must think what best 
can be done for this poor woman, but we must 
not cast Mary back into the furnace from which 
God has rescued her; I am quite sure I am 
right, Paul, quite sure." 

And when Paul had sat a little longer by the 
fire, and thought the matter well over, he a^eed 

K 
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entirely with his wife ; Mary must go no 'more 
to Seven Dials. 

If Patty had been unusually quiet on this 
evening we have just noted, she was very much 
more so during the day that followed. She was 
revolving something in her mind, and fighting 
valiantly with the great enemy of her soul, and 
striving to forget the Lord's people, and to 
think only of the Lord Himself; and she grew 
faint and weary in the conflict, and would fain 
have given it up, but a Voice was sounding in 
her ear all day long, high above the busy clatter 
of her daily work, clear and distinct in the 
pauses of it, and the Voice was ever saying 
these words : " I was a stranger, and ye took 
Me in ; I was sick, and ye visited Me." 

Deep into Patty's soul they sank in all their 
powerful meaning, and when the evening sha- 
dows had crept round her home, and her hearth 
was bright again with the log fire and contented 
faces of Mary and her husband, the cloud passed 
off fi'om her brow, and a sweet sense of satisfac- 
tion filled all her being, for in the Strength of 
the Living God she had that day slain the great 
enemy of her salvation, — the giant called Self- 
Righteousness. 

Fair blossoms might grow on the pathway 
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now leading to Life Eternal, of which she would 
gather the fruits when the Lord of the Vineyard 
should come ; for the foul weed that had over- 
run the garden of her soul was torn up and 
cast away. 

So they talked pleasantly by the fireside of 
what Paul should do on the following day, and 
planning some comforts to be taken to Peggy. 
The Rector had seen a notice some weeks be- 
fore in the " Times," he had said, " of a home 
for poor fever-stricken outcasts of the Dials; 
and he also remembered it was at Hampstead, 
but could not say exactly whether near the Heath 
or not." 

"But," said Paul, by his fireside, "I little 
doubt but I shall find it ; there'll be many to 
tell me of such a blessed place, for it must 
have had the prayers of God's children round 
about." 

Simple Paul, filled with the " long-suffering" 
charity that is " kind," and " thinketh no evil," 
that " hopeth all things," and " never faileth," 
would that more were like thee in this evil 
world. 

The morrow's sun rose bright and clear; 
though long before, in the early grey twilight, 
the stout horse had been harnessed by Paul, 
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and he and Patty were busy lading the cart with 
cushions, and cloaks, and wraps of all sorts, 
much to Mary's amazement, which was con- 
siderably increased when, breakfast being over, 
Patty appeared on the scene dressed in her 
comfortable winter bonnet and shawl, a small 
basket of provisions in her hand, and a pleasant 
determination on her countenance. In every 
way it was evident she was prepared for a jour- 
ney. And Paul seemed to know all about it 
too — took it quite as a matter of course, or pre- 
tended to ^o so, — Mary could not quite make 
out which, only she was sure he was very 
happy. Then Patty proceeded to give her di- 
rections about what she should do in house- 
hold work during her absence, and that she was 
to say ilo more to curious inquirers than that she 
(Patty) had gone to London to see a sick friend ; 
" for thou must know," she added, " that I am 
going to see what I can do for this poor woman 
Peggy, and I hope I shall bring thee good 
tidings of her safe keeping, for it grieves me 
sore that she should be alone in that drear 
place; therefore thou must not fret whilst we 
are gone, but make thyself busy, and trust in 
the Lord, so the time will pass quickly, and it 
will be well with thee." 
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Then she got into the cart and drove off with 
Paul, and Mary stood at the wicket gate and 
watched them down the winding lane until they 
were lost to view, when she remembered with 
unavailing regret that in her bewilderment she 
had quite forgotten to send a message to Peggy. 
But we must leave the child with her regrets, 
and vain endeavdlirs to understand the change 
in Patty's ideas about unrighteous people, and 
follow the horse and cart with its freight of Sa- 
maritans, journeying towards that drear spot in 
the Great City where, by Life's wayside, Peggy 
had fallen among thieves. 

" Our home is very fair," said Patty, after they 
had travelled a little way in silence, and she had 
been earnestly regarding the scenery around; 
" truly may it be said of us that our lines have 
fallen in pleasant places; why hath the Lord 
been so good to me, Paul ? why hath He not 
rather smitten me for my cold, unloving heart, 
that hath never heard before His cries from the 
prison, and the sick, and the fatherless, and the 
stranger ? why hath He not' taken me from thee 
and given thee another wife, who would have 
worked better in His vineyard than I have done, 
and have been more a helpmeet for thee on thy 
heavenward way; why not, Paul?" 
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"Hush," he returned solemnly; "we must 
not question the ways of God, even in condemn- 
ing ourselves ; thy heart was not unloving, Patty ; 
thou hadst allowed the evil giant Pride to seal 
it up, and roll great stones against it, but Christ, 
Who broke the bonds of an earthly grave, hath 
also broken those of the grave of thy heart, and 
now He hath risen like the Day-Star in thy soul ; 
and if thou lookest into that sepulchre once so 
dark, and cold, thou wilt doubtless find there 
are angels sitting at the head and the feet where 
thou didst allow thy dead Lord to lie so long." 

"Thou givest me great comfort, Paul," re- 
plied his wife ; " and all that thou sayest is ever 
good and true, but I cannot fail to see how 
wicked I have been, and to grieve sore for my 
want of love." 

"And the more thou grievest," returned Paul, 
" the more of that most blessed grace thou wilt 
obtain, and having that, thou wilt surely possess 
all things; for as the good Bishop Jeremy Taylor^ 
hath written, * Love is the greatest thing that God 
can give us ; for Himself is Love : and it is the 
greatest thing we can give to God ; for it will 
also give ourselves, and carry with it all that is 
ours.* It is all the Commandments in one — it 

> Holy Living. Chap. IV. Sect. III. 
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is God, and Heaven, and all that is true and 
beautiful ; and I humbly thank the Good Above 
that He hath at last given thee this armour for 
the battle, for the fiery darts of the Evil One 
have never yet pierced the Shield of Love." 

With such pleasant talk as this, they journeyed 
on their errand of mercy, Patty's spirit rising and 
warming to her work the nearer they approached 
London; but when the horse and cart had 
reached their destination, were put up for a few 
hours, all matters of business transacted, and 
she and Paul had left Life, as she had hitherto 
known it, behind them in the great squares and 
thoroughfares, the country roads, and smiling 
villages, and came upon Life as it is understood 
in the Dials, more like a hideous, galvanized 
Death, her soul sank within her, her heart turned 
faint, she would fain have cried out, " Paul, take 
me back, I have not courage for this work," but 
the Voice of yesterday seemed to wail past her 
on the autumn wind ; " should she refuse the 
Lord Himself pleading for His forsaken and 
desolate ?" and " about what was Paul thinking 
as he beheld the drear miseiy around him ?" 

She looked up into his face. He was not ob- 
livious of the scene passing before him ; he was 
not thinking of himself as she was ; his fine sen- 
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sibilities instead of being struck with horror and 
disgust, were keenly touched by the evidences 
of suffering humanity around him, and compas- 
sion, and love, and sympathy were shining in 
his countenance like lamps in a pleasant city. 
Patty felt as she looked at her husband that she 
could not take that joy from him, that rather, 
cost her what it may, she would try to be a 
sharer in it; so listening to the Voice, and looking 
at him, they at last arrived in Peggy's attic room. 

She was lying very still on her bed as they 
entered, so still, that at first they almost thought 
she was dead ; but on their approaching nearer, 
she slowly raised her heavy eyelids, and on re- 
cognizing Paul faintly smiled. 

"How art thou, my poor soul?" he asked 
kindly. 

Peggy tried another smile, but failed. 

" I*m worser, thankee," she said feebly ; " a 
deal worser nor I was." 

And it needed but very little observation to 
know that these words were true. 

" Hast been quite alone since I saw thee last ?" 
asked Paul. 

"Quite," answered Peggy; "nobody ain't 
been nigh." 

" I have brought my wife to see thee," he 
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said, after a few moments ; " she hath brought 
thee something nourishing, which I trust will do 
thee good." 

"You's very kind," said Peggy, gratefully; 
" very kind you is." 

" I will give thee some at once," said Patty ; 
opening her basket and taking out a delicate 
piece of chicken, which she had killed and cooked 
for the purpose the day before ; " thou seemest 
to be much exhausted, and this, with a little 
wine, may do thee good. So let me feed thee, as 
thou liest there, and then thou wilt gain strength 
to listen to what I have to ask thee." 

And Patty, in her pleasant tafek, forgot the 
squalor and wretchedness about her, the heavy, 
poisonous atmosphere, the low, ruinous room, 
darkened by the smoke of countless chimneys, 
and was more truly happy in her work of love 
and usefulness than ever she had been when 
wading in the shallow pools of self-righteousness 
with those who believed themselves to be the 
Lord's people. 

Peggy was much revived after her unexpected 
repast, and expressed much satisfaction and gra- 
titude for it, and by the help and support of 
Patty was enabled to sit up a little, and listen 
to the proposal she and Paul had to make to her. 

L 
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" Thou seest," began Patty, " until God sent 
Mary to us, a blessing for which I can never be 
too thankful," (how Paul rejoiced as he heard 
these words); "we had no one to share our home 
and our many mercies, and so we have saved a 
little money to support us, under God, in our 
old age. I tell thee this because I would not 
have thee think we were laying too great a burden 
on ourselves by asking thee to do what we want. 
We think thou wouldst be more comfortable in 
our home than here, and I would nurse thee, 
and Mary wait on thee, and Paul should read 
and tell of the Blessed Christ Who, like thee, 
was homeless and friendless ; and if thou hast 
strength, and wilt go with us, we will take thee 
this very afternoon, for our cart is not far away, 
and we have brought cushions and wraps to 
make it easy and comfortable for thee, and 
now it only remains for thee to say if thou wilt 
come." 

A light had been slowly breaking into Pegg^s 
dim, dark eyes whilst Patty was speaking ; she 
now stretched out her hands towards them both, 
and her voice trembled with joy and bodily 
weakness as she answered, 

" You's very good, you's too good. Him Above 
'11 bless you for it. Him Above never forgets ; 
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He's watchin' on us now, and blessin' too, so 
I'll go with ye, I'll go with ye if it's only just 
to die." 

" And thou must go whilst thou hast strength," 
urged Paul ; " so if Patty will help thee make 
ready, I will hasten to bring the horse and cart, 
and settle with thy landlord, if he is in the way. 
I must go to Hampstead another time ; all we 
must think of now is to get thee home." 

So Paul departed, and Patty hastened to pre- 
pare Peggy for her journey, and poor Peggy, 
whose household goods were few, and her stock 
of wearing apparel scanty in the extreme, was 
soon ready, and in less than an hour she was 
safely stowed in the cart, well wrapped up and 
protected from all cold and draught, and jour- 
neying out into the bright, open country to find 
a few fleeting hours of this world's ease and com- 
fort with her late-found friends, and then a 
peaceful grave by their village church. 

"Ah," she said, when late in the afternoon 
they stopped at a wayside inn to deliver some 
message and parcel, and Patty had raised her 
from her temporary couch to look out on 
the autumn-tinted woods and low, swelling 
downs ; " ah^ ain't that a sight, ain't it wonder- 
ful, it's nigh on fifty year or more since I seed a 
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tree or a field all quite away from Lunnun as 
this ; what a little un I was then, younger nor 
your Mary, and me and mother went a-gleanin' 
in the country, nigh to where her home were, I 
seems to see it now, and how good it all were, 
and the people as we w6nt to see was so 'spect- 
able like, and there was a Church as we went 
to, as I often thinks about now, and when we 
comed away me and mother cried, and well we 
might, for we never seed it no more." 

Peggy was silent after this till they reached 
home, which was not until long after sundown, 
and the hunter's moon was high in the chilly, 
though clear autumn sky. As soon as they 
stopped at the cottage Patty could see through 
the uncurtained window the bright flames of the 
fire Mary had prepared for their comfort, and 
when the child came down to the gate to meet 
them, she gave her a warm kiss in acknowledg- 
ment of her thoughtfulness. 

" And see," she said, " Mary ; we have brought 
thy poor friend Peggy home with us, for she hath 
sore need of good nursing, and I thought thou 
wouldst like her to share thy room, and thou 
wilt wait on her, I know, and together we will 
do our best ; so when thou hast greeted her, 
child, thou wilt do well to prepare the supper. 
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for I think we shall all be the better for a hearty 
meal." 

Mary spoke not a word, but hastily obeyed, 
whilst Paul and his wife brought Peggy in from 
the cart, and laid her near the fire on the old- 
fashioned sofa, which had not been moved out 
of its place for years, except for cleaning pur- 
poses. 

Then the curtains were drawn, and the can- 
dles lighted, and Pafty laid aside her bonnet 
and shawl, and proceeded to make Peggy com- 
fortable, and to give her some refreshment, while 
Mary tried to rub some life into the cold, help- 
less hands. But as yet the child had not 
spoken, she was trying to comprehend, to work 
out in her own mind the cause or causes of this 
inexplicable change in Patty. To what was it 
owing ? She was a Christian, a member of the 
true Church, a woman of the strictest morals, 
and irreproachable in the performance of her 
duty, yet all these virtues shrank into insignifi- 
cance, paled visibly in the bright, new light in 
which she now stood. 

Poor little Mary did not reason with herself 
in these words, nor did she know that Christi- 
anity — the Christianity that is respected and 
caressed by the world — is too often linked hand 
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in hand with a cold, dead-heartedness, and it 
remained for her to be told that the torch of 
Divine Love alone could kindle a vivid life in 
these dry bones. 

But, however Mary thought her subject out, 
she must have arrived at a happy result ; and 
however much Patty had ignored any thought 
of reward for her act of mercy that day, she 
must have been very greatly delighted when the 
child in answer to a question on home matters 
that she put to her, said for the first time, " Yes, 
mother." 

What a conqueror was this Love, Patty felt, 
how the barriers between her and this stranger 
child were at once removed when its genial 
warmth fell upon them, and how much she had 
lost in the past, and how much she should gain 
in the future ! 

So all went to rest that night in the Surrey 
village home, with grateful hearts ; and Peggy 
dreamt of fifty years before, of the village Church, 
and golden harvest fields, of the gleaners, and 
the reapers with their sharp long scythes, and 
she awoke to find the Reaper whose name is 
Death not very far away. 




CHAPTER XI. 

GATHERED IN. 

" ^OU*S got a beautiful land here," said the 

^ dying woman next morning to Patty, as 
she lay back in the comfortable bed provided 
for her, catching every now and then through 
the bright, little lattice a glimpse of the wooded 
fields and lanes glowing in the late October sun- 
shine; "you's got a land to thank the Good 
God for, I'm sure." 

" Ay, that we have," replied Patty, " and we 
do thank Him humbly, I hope." 

" You's got a blessed home," continued Peggy, 
" a blessed home you's got ; clothes, and food, 
and firin', and everythin* as you wants, ain't 
you ?" 

" Indeed I have," said Patty, " and I don't 
deserve anything." 
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"Him Above knows about that," rejoined 
Peggy ; " you don't, and I don't" 

"No," said Patty, "we can't judge; but I 
don't think I do." 

" Then," remarked Peggy after a while, evi- 
dently bent on enumerating Patty's mercies and 
benefits, " you's got a husband as I never seed 
the like on afore ; he's a wonnerful man, won- 
nerful ; Him Above's been wery good to you. He 
has, wery good." 

Perhaps, a week before, had such expressions 
as these been addressed to Patty, she would 
have resented them as impertinent remarks, im- 
plying that she neither appreciated nor deserved 
such good fortune as had fallen to her lot ; but 
the last two or three days' experiences had 
wrought within her a very humble opinion of 
herself, so she meekly acquiesced in all Peggy 
chose to say. 

" I's never had no home what's been nice," 
continued that poor creature ; " I's never seen 
nothin' good up in them awful Dials ; nothin' 
only swearin', and drinkin', and lyin', and steal- 
in', and fightin', and I's been dreadful wicked, I 
have ; I knows well enough where I ought to 
go, and where I should ha' gone, if Him Above 
hadn't sent arter me, and saved me ; He's been 
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very good to you, missis, He has, but He's been 
a deal kinder to me, oh, a deal kinder." 

After this she lay for a long time quiet, but 
began again when Paul (whose day it was to re- 
main at home) came into the room and sat down 
by her bedside. 

" I 'opes I ain't deceivin' of m)rself," she said, 
"I 'opes I ain't expectin' too much of Him 
Above ? I feels afraid like sometimes, and thinks 
o' the man as the gentleman read on out o' the 
Bible, as went to the weddin', and the King told 
him as he hadn't got on no proper dress; I 
feels dreadful when I thinks o' God's sayin' I 
ain't fit for that Pleasant Land." 

" But," said Paul gently, " the Blessed Christ 
can make thee fit ; thou must cast thyself on 
Him alone, and thou must say, * Lord, save me, 
I perish,' ' Wash me, and I shall be whiter than 
snow 'y and He will send a sure hope of salva- 
tion into thy fainting heart, and will wash thee 
in' His Own Precious Blood until thou art indeed 
whiter than the whitest snow ; and He can make 
thee stand sinless before Him, because He nailed 
all thy sins to His Cross when He died for 
thee ; thou canst only lay thy sad life down at 
His Holy Feet in strong faith, and patient hope 
that at His Second Coming He will bid thee take 
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it again in joy and peace in His Everlasting 
Kingdom." 

" Oh," cried Peggy, " I wish I'd had His 
Message a long time ago, I'd ha' tried to ha' 
done somethin' for Him then, but I can't now, 
I's a deal too ill." 

"Thou canst love Him," said Paul, "thou 
canst pray to Him, and praise Him, and thaiik 
Him, and believe in all His promises, thou 
canst do as much for Him as He will expect of 
thee in thy helpless state ; thou must not think 
of the Pitying God as a hard Master Who would 
measure His reward to thee by the work thou 
doest ; I will therefore read to thee for thy com- 
fort what the Blessed Christ Himself says upon 
this matter." 

So Paul turned to his Bible and read the first 
sixteen verses of the 20th chapter of S. Mat- 
thew's Gospel, explaining each verse as he went 
on in his own simple way. 

**Thus thou wilt see," he remarked, at the 
conclusion of his reading, "that the house- 
holder goes out at several different hours of the 
day to hire labourers into his vineyard ; some 
go in early, some late ; but when the toil is over, 
they all receive the same reward. Now it just 
means this. The householder is our Lord ; the 
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market place, our own station or position in life, 
where we have been placed to do our proper 
work, and certainly not to be idle in serving our 
God ; but He comes and finds us so, so tells us 
to go labour in His vineyard ; in other words, 
to serve, and love, and adore Him in whatever 
work or burden He chooses to lay upon us. 
He comes early in life to some, and late to 
others, at different times to different people, as 
the householder came at different hojirs of the 
day ; but He gives them all the same reward, 
— ^the salvation of their never dying souls, even 
as the lord of the vineyard gave to all his la- 
bourers the some amount of hire, a penny, 
though some had worked for him only one hour. 
Thou wilt see too how he (the goodman of the 
house) rebuked those who presumed to murmur 
at his paying the same sum to all. It may have 
been that those who went into the vineyard at 
the eleventh hour did more to please their mas- 
ter than others who had borne the burden and 
heat of the day ; but this we are not told. He 
rebukes them and says, * Is it not lawful for me 
to do what I will with mine own?' And Christ 
says the same ; we are all His, and He can re- 
ward us as He pleases. He hath called thee at 
the eleventh hour, and told thee to go work in 
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His vineyard, and thou hast not refused His 
call, so we may safely trust that He will give 
thee thy hire, that is, save thy soul. I trust thou 
hast understood me?" 

" Yes," replied Peggy, whose perceptions were 
always keen, " I understands ; it's thewillin' and 
lovin' 'art as Him Above likes best. The work 
ain't nothin' without we loves Him, though in 
course, if we loves, we does all we can, leastways 
we would if we could." 

"Yes, that's just it," said Paul; "and now 
thou shouldst rest awhile, I think," (for strange 
changes every now and then came over Peggy's 
face,) " and think over all we have been saying, 
and let it comfort thy weary soul." 

So Paul left her, and by-and-by she sank into 
a light slumber, which lasted some hours, Patty 
and Mary watching alternately by her side. 
When she awoke it was evening, and only the 
child was with her. 

" I feels very low," said Peggy, " but I've been 
dreamin' wonnerful ; I've been dreamin' o' what 
the master read so beautiful this momin', and I 
thought I seed Someone all shinin' come to 
me, and He takes hold o' my hand, and He says 
I was quite safe with Him, because He died for 
me, on purpose to save me ; then I know'd it 
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was Him Above. But oh," continued Peggy, in 
a hoarse whisper, " I feels very low, I wonders 
if I'm dyin'." 

The child, half frightened, called to Patty, 
who at once came, and gave the poor sufferer 
some refreshment, which revived her a little; 
but her end was not far off, and Patty, perceiv- 
ing this, sent Mary down stairs to tell Paul he 
had better come up at once. He came, and 
like his wife, saw that the last great change was 
close at hand. He sat down by her side, but 
she did not see him. 

" King David,*' she murmured every half 
minute or so, " King David." 

" What about King David?" asked Paul softly. 

"What he said when he was very sorry; I 
wants to say it too ; the gentleman was always 
a-sayin' it to me, 'cos I was wery sorry, like 
King David. Oh, I am sorry," moaned poor 
Peggy, " I am sorry for my wicked sins ; but I 
ain't afraid somehows, 'cos Him Above says I 
ain't to be, and you tells me I ain't to be ; but 
Fd like to say King David's words, please, 
master, if you remembers 'em." 

Then Paul knelt down by Peggy's bedside, and 
solemnly repeated the fifty-first Psalm, solemnly 
and slowly, so that she could easily follow, which 
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she did pretty well — as well as her cough would 
permit her. 

"Wam't King David awful wicked?" said 
Peggy presently, after a silence of some little 
length, " and didn't God love him ? but do you 
think he was took to Heaven when he died, eh, 
master?" 

" We hope so," replied Paul ; " we are taught 
to believe so. David fell into many fearful sins, 
but through God's grace he repented of them, 
and meekly bore the punishments God saw fit 
to send upon him, therefore we may safely hope 
that David rests in the Lord." 

By-and-by Peggy said again, "Where's the 
little un; I wants to tell her summut afore I 
go. Make her come close." 

Mary drew very near, and took "Peggy's hand. 

" Lookye," said the poor soul, with some effort, 
for her strength was rapidly failing, "lookye; 
somedays you'll have to die like me, and every- 
body ; you may come to be an old 'oman like 
me, or you may be took wery soon ; but mind 
you takes care and do all you can for Him Above, 
whiles you can work. It won't be no good, in 
course, unless you loves Him too, but you don't 
know what a deal I'd give, if I could just do 
summut for Him ; and I 'opes as you'll be all6rs 



THE GIANT-SLAYERS. II9 

good to the master and missis here, 'cos they Ve — 
been wonnerful — ^good to you, — ^and I 'opes — as 
you — ^and them, — and the kind gentleman, — and 
the doctor as was so good, — I 'opes all on yer 
will come and find me in the Pleasant Land." 

"Amen," said Paul devoutly, bending his 
head; but he was startled by a cry from the 
child, and looking up, he saw that Peggy's 
earthly fetters were burst for ever — that she was 
lying " free among the dead." 

For a few moments they all seemed stunned 
by the awfully sudden end of the poor soul; 
They had hoped to have had her amongst them 
a few days at the least, but it had been ordered 
otherwise, and though they mourned, they did 
not murmur. Paul told Mary to go down stairs, 
and in about half an hour he and Patty joined 
her, and they all gathered, at first silently, round 
the kitchen fire. Patty was the first to speak. 

" I am sorely, sorely grieved," she said, " that 
she is taken from us so soon. I had hoped our 
good Rector would have seen her, and that she 
would have partaken of the Holy Supper of our 
Blessed Lord, before she had parted from us." 

"Ah," replied Paul, with a heavy sigh, "I 
prayed for that most fervently — I prayed with 
an exceeding great longing; and the Lord hath 
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not seen fit to answer my prayer. He is All- 
Wise, He cannot err, so we must submit humbly 
to His decree." 

" Do you think Peggy is gone to the Pleasant 
Land ?" asked Mary ; " do you think she knew 
the Way ?" 

" The Lord Jesus Christ is the Way," re- 
plied Paul. " Thou knowest He says of Him- 
self, * I am the Way, and the Truth, and the 
Life;' I am sure Peggy loved the Lord's 
Christ, therefore she knew the Way, and I 
think we may safely, though humbly, trust that 
she is gone to the- Pleasant Land." 

" I shall always be sorry," said poor Mary, 
the heavy tears falling slowly from her cyts, 
" that I said those cruel words to her, — ^that I'd 
find the Way out somehow, but I'd never tell 
her ; and you see I never did ; and if some one 
else hadn't, where would Peggy have been ?" 

" God chose to do His work in His Own 
way," returned Paul ; " He had no need of thee ; 
He hath no need of any of us. It pleaseth Him 
sometimes to make us instruments of His Will, 
and it delighteth Him to see us work for Him 
with all our heart and soul; but He can do 
without us, and this thought should ever keep 
us humble." 
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" But I am sure it was very wrong of me," 
urged Maiy ; " I am sure it was very cruel." 

"Grieve not 'too much about it, my child," 
said Paul kindly, " thou hadst not the love of 
Christ in thy heart in those sad days ; as soon 
as thou hadst, thy first thought was for Peggy, 
as thou well knowest, therefore thou must quiet 
thyself, and learn to think of her with glad- 
ness." 

"And to-morrow," observed Patty, "thou 
must go with me to the churchyard, and thou 
shalt choose the spot thou wouldst like best for 
poor Peggy's grave ; we must be very glad she 
will lie so near us ; I wish, Paul," she continued, 
addressing her husband, " that thou couldst go 
too, but I know thou must be away betimes." 

So a few days later Peggy was laid to rest 
near the village church, followed by the rescued 
child, and Paul and Patty, and her grave be- 
came in time the fairest spot in all the holy 
ground, for loving hands brought bright flowers 
to grow upon it, and the simple headstone told 
the passer by " Her end was peace." 

Poor, travel-worn Peggy, with thy journey 
finished, what a contrast thy sin-dimmed life in 
the drear region of the Dials, to thy peaceful 
death and quiet grave among the Surrey hills. 

M 




CHAPTER XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

" T HAVE been gladdened," said Paul, a week 
or two later, as he sat at his evening meal 
after his journey home from Town ; " I have been 
filled with joy this day by what I have heard 
and seen." 

"Hast been to Hampstead then?" asked 
Patty, " and hast seen the hospital ?" 

" Yes," he replied, " and it is weU I did go 
to-day, for the fever has abated, and next week 
the house vill be closed. But a blessed work 
has been carried on there, the lady told me ; 
many poor creatures have been saved both in 
body and soul, who must have perished in the 
wretched dens they called their homes. She 
remembered poor Peggy well, and all her sad 
story, which she had heard firom the gentleman 
who had her taken there." 

" What was Peggy's story ?" asked Mary, in- 
terrupting. 
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" Her life of sin from day to day," replied 
Paul ; " truly a sadder story no one can have, 
than one of sin ; but I must tell thee of the 
doctor, who, as Peggy feared, took the fever 
very badly, and died in a few days. How 
strange to us it seemeth, that these two good 
men, who gave all their means and time to ease 
the sufferings of their poorer brethren should be 
called away in the midst of their blessed work ; 
but it was so, and the lady told me they were 
lying side by side in the same grave in the beau- 
tiful cemetery at Highgate, not very far away 
from the scene of their last labours ; in life they 
had ever been much together, one, a physician 
to the soul; the other, to the body; and now 
in death they are not divided. I walked there, 
after I had thanked the lady for telling me so 
much that gladdened my heart, and showing me 
the house and the many comforts the sick people 
had. I found the grave as she had told me, 
with both their names on the same headstone, 
and this text from Holy Scripture below: 
* Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord 
from henceforth : Yea, saith the Spirit, that they 
may rest from their labours ; and their works do 
follow them.' It was a fair sight, that grave, 
and I felt a solemn joy as I stood by it, that the 
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Gracious God had permitted us to have a little 
share in the work of these two *just men/ 
whose ' spirits/ I trust, are now * made perfect' " 

" And Peggy will see them again/' cried Mary, 
with a bright smile. "Peggy will walk with 
them up and down in the streets of the Pleasant 
Land ; you know she hoped so just before she 
died." 

" Yes," said Paul, " and I trust it may please 
the Dear God to let us join them too ; here they 
had no continuing city, but they sought One to 
come, the City not made with hands, Eternal in 
the Heavens ; we must seek It too, and never for 
one moment forget that every inch of the narrow 
way leading unto that City must be fought over 
in the Strength of the Living God. Giant-slayers 
we must be all, if we would be receivers of the 
* inheritance incorruptible, and undefiled,' if we 
would wear the white robes of tlie Saints, and 
bear the palm of victory. The world is very 
evil ; day by day the enemies of our salvation, 
the giants who form the armies of the Devil, the 
World, and the Flesh, camp round about our 
hearts, as the Roman soldiers encompassed the 
walls of Jerusalem. The Holy City fell, for it 
had crucified its Saviour, it had set aside His 
counsel, and would have none of His reproof; 
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and we shall fall too," added Paul with energy, 
"we shall fall into the nethermost Hell, as they 
fell into the most complete ruin, if by our sins 
we crucify the Lord afresh,, and put Him to an 
open shame. We can do all this in our quiet 
home, thou knowest well, wife, and Mary too, 
and so we never need go far to find giants to 
slay ; we have only to stand in that part of the 
Battle where the Great General has placed us, 
and fight manfully as good soldiers of the Cross. 
I do assure thee that these daily struggles and 
hand-to-hand conflicts, great and tedious as they 
are to us now, will all be as nothing, will be for- 
gotten and lost in the Endless Bliss of the Long 
Hereafter." 

Paul ceased ; his face was radiant", as though 
some dim reflection of the Glory that shall be 
revealed had fallen on it, and made him beau- 
tiful; and Patty looked into that bright, good 
face, and thanked God with humble gratitude 
that her place in Life's Battle was by the side of 
so intrepid a soldier ; and Mary looked into it 
too, and the dark, grim Past rose up for one 
moment before her, and down its drear streets 
she saw a child walking in rags and sin, home- 
less, friendless, hunger-stricken ! but only for one 
moment ; all that was gloomy must soon fade 
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before the brightness of that good face, and the 
wretched child was lost in the happy, well-fed, 
well-clothed girl, holding tightly PauFs hand be- 
tween her own, and calling him father ! 

Shall we not leave them by their glowing 
hearth now that our story is told, and we would 
lay down our pen; shall we not leave them 
standing there as by the brightest camp-fire on 
the battle-plain of life, warriors in shining armour, 
resting a few brief moments on their march to 
the City of the King ? or shall we look in on 
them again a few years later, see Paul and Patty 
older, grey, and otherwise more or less marked 
with the toil and the strife ; Mary a young wo- 
man, with love, and truth, and goodness, looking 
out of her soft, round face and gentle eyes, a 
wonderful blessing to her adopted parents, a 
bright example to the village maidens. Such she 
was when we saw her last among the wooded 
Surrey downs, such she is still, we have little 
doubt, and such may she ever be, we would 
earnestly pray, until she passes beyond the Hills 
of Time into her Father^s Home, the Pleasant 
Land. 
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wrapper, 28. Od.; cloth, gilt edges, 48. 

Set to Masic by E. C. A. Chepmell. Parts 

I. and II., is. each. 

Fcap. 4to. Illustrated with Forty-one full 

page engravings, by Messrs. Dalziel. Printed on toned paper, 
and handsomely bound in cloth extra, gilt edges. 8s. 6d. 

Hymns, Descriptive and Devotional, for the use 

of Schools. Royal 32mo. 2d. 

Moral Songs, with Thirty-nine Vignette Illustra- 
tions, ismo., wrapper, 8d. ; cloth, is. ; French morocco, 28. 



Royal 32mo^ wrapper, 3d. 



Narrative Hymns for Village Schools. 18mo., 

wrapper, 3d. 

Set to Music for one or two voices, by A. F. 



Fcap. 4to., wrapper, 2s. 6d. 

Poems on Subjects in the Old Testament. 

Parts I. and XL, each 6d., wrapper. Complete in one v<d. 
cloth, IS. 6d. 
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Miss FLORENCE WILFOBD. 
Little Lives and a Gbeat Love. Dedicated to 

the Children of the Society of the Love of Jbsub. l6mo., 
8«. 6d. 

The Master of Chubghill Abbots, and his 

LiTTLB Fribnds. Fcap. 8vo. 38. 6d. 

" The narratire is chiefly of an educational character, and is intended to ex- 
hibit what may be accomplished by a firm and steady principle, founded on a 
deep reverence for Christian truth as embodied and exhibited in the Church. 
We gladly give our cordial approval of this tale."— Clerical youmal, 

"A camtal story for young children. The writer has shown an aptitude for 
composition and oescrTptlon which will help her to success in a higher class of 
fiction than tidi."~-Ltierary Churehman. 

Plat and]{£abnest. A Tale. Fcap. 8to. 68. 
A Maiden ;oF Oub Own Dat. Fcap. 8to., cloth, 

0B. 

An Author's Childben. 18mo., cloth. Is. 

" A very pretty Uttle story, 
It is not unworth, 

"A charming] 
Literary ChurcHman 

The Kino of a Bay; or, Glimpses of French Life 

in the Fifteenth Century. iSmo., cloth, 98. 

" An historic legend of the turbulent times that preceded the advent of* 
Toaa of Arc The authoress has written a pretty story in a very pleasant way. 
The volume wHl well repay perusal."— ^ite/vry Churchman. 

Joy IN Duty. ISmo. 6d. 



TALES FOB CHOBISTERS. 
The Chobisteb Bbothers. A Tale. By the 

Author of " The Children of the Chapel/' &c. Third edition. 
Fcap.Svo. 88. 
" This is a thoroughly good book, and deservos a Utfgely extended circle of 
readers. We give it our rvry high commendation."— OswfvA Tim*9. 

" The storyls told with liveliness and simplicitT»and we follow it with interest 
te the end. "The manner is much more than tne matter in this sort of books,' 
and i& titis instance the manner is very good."— ^fMrc^iVm. 

The Childben of the Chapel. A Tale of the 

Times of Queen EUxabetb. Fcap. 8to. as. 

•* A chamdngly told tale. The author has the rare art of not only enlisting 
but retaining tne sympathy of his xtaAexs."— Reader. 



1 Published by Joupk Moiiers 8f Co., 

In the Choib and Out of the Chois. ISnio., 

doth, 18. 

" It is one of the best— if not absolutely the best— story for a Choristers' or a 
National Echoed Library we hare seen. We strongly urge all our friei&ds to 
buy it."— Literaty Churchman. 

The Island Choir; or, the Children of the Child 

Jxsirs. Third edition. 4d. 

The Two Surplices. By Ada Cambridge. 3d. 

Trebubsate School; or, the Power of Example. 
0d. 

The Chobisteb's Fall. By the Author of " Tre- 

bonaye School." Od. 

The Chobistebs of S. Maby's. A Legend, a.d. 

1143. 4d. 

Little Walter, the Lame Chorister. 4d. 

Michael the Chorister. 6d. 

The Singers. By the Rev. F. E. Paget. 4d. 



Alice Beresford ; a Tale of Home Life. By the 

Author of <' Tales of Kirkbeck," &c. Third edition. Fcap. 
Syo., clotht 38. fid. 
'* Here we recognise the author of the excellent 'Tales 6f Kirkbtck' in the 
devotional feeling evident in every page, and in the deep realiration of that 
spiritual life in the world and out otiW—SecUstasttc, 

Amt, the Kino's Daughter. A Tale. 6d.; 

doth. Is. 
A story of one who really felt and acted as a daughter of the Great King of 
heaven ind earth. 

The Apple Blossom ; or, a Mother's Legacy. By 

Onyx Titian. Fcap. 8vo. 88. Od. 

Archie's Ambition. A Tale. 18mo., cloth, Is. 

"A most exquisite story; and though of extreme pathos yet without un* 
reality or affectation. It has the warmest recommendation we can possibly 
f^ye.— Literary Churchman. 

Abbey Lands. A Tale. By W. S, Kockstro. 

Fcap. Sto. 68. 

" We must here take leave of the author, greatly commending the high tone 
of principle and the devoted fervour with which his work is fitted throughout. 
.... Tne book is interesting, gracefully written, and rich in true atmiioble 
houghts."— iScc/MvitJ/nr. 
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Ayice; or, a Page from the History of Imperial 

Rome. By E. F. Pollard. Fcap. 8to. 8s. od. 

*' A charm^ little storv of eaily Christfam faith and straggles nnder Caligula 
and Nero. The author has taken much pains with the wozlc, and the roult 
is the production of a most interesting book. In it will be found a delidous 
freshness that would make the reputation ef a bigger book.">-^ted/tc O/inidM. 

Adventures of Olaf Teyggveson, Kino of 

Norway. A Tale of the Tentii Century, showing how Chris- 
tianity was introduced into Norway. By Mrs. J. J. Reed. 
Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 0d. 

" The authoress has happDy combined amusement and instruction. It is no 
light praise that Mrs. Reml has iriven us the information so pleasantly that 
very few will close her book throu|pi wearisomeness."— y#An Bull. 

The Beginnings of Evil: being Tales on the Ten 

Commandments. By H. M. R. ISmo., cloth, as. Od. 

" The writer is certainly to be congratulated on baring produced a series 
which we think few persons who begin it will fail to read tnroi^h and remem* 
ber. It is a book which Clergymen and others may give or recommend in 
almost any direction.**— iLnfierao* ChurchmoH. 

The Birthday. A Tale. By the Author of 

"Gideon,** "Josiah,"&c. Fifth edition. Fcap. 8to. Ss.dd. 

This valuable present book, by a late Noble Lady, contains the account of 
the daily life of three or four young people, their failings and virtues. 

The Bishop's Little Daughter. A Tale for 

the Young. Fifth edition. l8mo. Ss. 

Beatrice: a Tale of the Early ChristianB. By A. 

Bonus. l8mo. is. Od. 

Brainard's Journey. Is. cloth ; 6d. paper. 

A stoqr wherein the travels of a youth through this world, and the various 
straggles and trials, disappointments and sufTermgs he endures, are told in a 
livefy allegory : with the account of how he reaches, through the narrow way, 
the end ofthe Journey of Life. 

Baptismal Yows; or, the Feast of S. Barnabas. 

I8mo. is. 

Bethany, a Pilgrimage ; and Magdala, a Day by 

the Sea of Galilee. By the Rev. S. C. Malan, Vicar of Broad- 
windsor, Dorset. Second edition. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. 

*' A graphic account of what Mr. Malan saw and felt. It will be of service 
to a larige class of readers." — Clerical y^umal. 

Book of Church History, founded on the Re?. 

W. Palmer's <* Soelesiaatical Hlstoiy.** sfhedit. iSmo. is. 
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Thb Ghildben of Rose Ltkn. By Selina Hancock. 

i8mo. ss. 
" This is a capital coUectkn of stories for fMittiifir in the nnrsetr and sdieol- 
rooa. lateresiittf and lastructiTe at the same time, diey cannot be too 
st rong ly recommended."— yM» BmlL 

Chapters on Animals; or, Annie Grant's Play- 

mttM. SSiiTO., cloth. Is. 

Chapters on Plants ; or, Marion's HerbaL 32mo. 

cloth, IB. 

Chapters on the Te Deuic. By the author of 

" Earth*! Many Voices.*' lOmo., doth, Ss. 

Christmas Present for Children, From the 

Gennan. ismo. is. 

Givas a Uvely acconat of how Chrisbmas^ide was fipent by rich and poor, in 
the Tillage of weld ; and the lesson is tuvht that riches, tf spent enttrdy on 
oursdTes, irill sorely faring disappoinbnent and resatioa. 

Chronicles of S. Mary's; or, Tales of a Sister- 
hood. By S. D. N. Crowa Svo., doth, 41s. 

"The book before us is not merdy new, but It conid not have been even 
invented as a fancy sketch by the most imaginative writer a very £ew years 
ago. And that becanse it d<ws with the now familiar work of Sisteihoods, 
and gives some glimpses into the inner ways of an Ei^[lish Convent. We have 
to thank the autnor for some pleasant hours of rea^Ung, and most of those who 
follow our example will gain besides much information which we had gathered 
before in a more direct manner."— CAmtcA Times. 

Cressinoham; or, the Missionary. By Charlotte 
Priscilla Adams. Fcap.iTo. la. 

Conversations with Cousin Bachel. 4 Parts, 

in 1 voL doth, Ss. <d. 

Cottaqe Homes ; or, Tales on the 1*60 Command- 
ments. ByH.Yarke. With engraTin^s. iSmo., doUi, is. 

Charity at Home. By the Author of " Working 

and Woitingr.'* ismo. 28. 

" A pleasant and very profitable tale, showing how one member of a family, 
and that a girl, may ward off poverty and suffermg from the rest by perseveriog 
exertions and imsfMish prindples."— (^nam^iiiiM. 

A Chronicle of Day by Day. By Miss KS. B. 

Sydney. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 

The Church Catechism. With the Confirmation 

Service. Beautifully fflostnited by John Gilbert. Cheap 
edition, 6d. j on tinted pi^^ ^a clolh fi^ edges, is. 
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The Chubchman'8 Companion. A Monthly Maga- 

sine. 64. 
Ffarat Scviva in 4* vots. clotb» iHibliahed at 38. 6cl. each, reduced 

to Ss. each. 
Second Series, 6 vols, cloth, 4s. each. 
Third Series, enhurir^, commenced JanMury, 1870. Vols. I. 

to X. syo., doth, 48. each. 

The Coasts op Tybe and Sidon, a Narratite. By 

the Rer. S. C. Malan. Fcap. 8to. is. 

** No one can foOow Mr. Malan In his reverent and truthfol description of 
these holy places, without feeline that the scenes have a life and reality im* 
patted to them that ia oar aiiada they did not poasess befor«."—CAMncAM«M'f 

Classical Tales and Legends. By the late Rct. 

W. B. Flower. l8mo. ss. i dieap editton, is. 



These Tales are free trandatiant ftrom parts ol Grid and other authors, aad 
adapted to the minds of children. 

CONVEBSATIONS ON THE HiSTOBT OF ENGLAND, for 
the use of Children. By C. A. B. Edited by the Rev. J. 
, Baines. l8mo., as. 6d. 

The Child's New Lesson Book, or Stories for Little 

Readers. lOmo. is. ; cloth, is. 0d. 

Deepdene Minster; or, Shadows and Sunshine. 

By Cecilia Mac Gregor. Fcap. svo. is. Od. 

A Drop in the Ocean ; or, short Legends and Fairy 

Tales. By Agrnes and Bessie, is. 

Easy Readings prom the History of England. 

For the use of Uttle Children. By Mary E. C. Moore. Edited 
by the Rev. M. W. Mayow, M.A. Beeoad edltton. Kimo. si. 

Ellen Merton ; or, the Fic-nic. By Mrs. Stone, 

author of "God*b Acre," *'Tbe Art of Needlework," ftc. 
iSmo. is. Od. 

Evening Meetings; dr, the Fastor among the Boys 

of his Flock. By C. M. S. Fcap. Svo. Ss. 

Eyerley. a Tale. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 68. 

"Nicely written, In a fresh and pleasant style : Evelyn's character— not 
without laults, and tmer to natnre than most heroines— is diarmingly feminine, 
yet earnest and sensible. .... Its high principles and earnest tone de^erre 
warm commendation."— ■Zf/irrao' Churchman. 



14 PmkUtitd hp Joseph Mntm if Co.^ 

EsTHSE Merle, and other Tales. By Mrs. Frances 

VfdaJ, author of** Tales of the Bosh,*' Ac. ismo. I8.6d. 

COirrBMTS:--JoliB Salter; or. tlie lacomidemte Marriage.— Tlvee Ncigh- 
boon ; or. the drying of ochers, &c. 

Fanny's Flowers ; or, Fun for the Nursery. With 

aereral engrsrin^. is. ; clotti gi]t» is. 6d. 

The Fall of Crcesus: a Story from Herodotus. 

Bj the late Rev. W. Adanas, anOKW of " The Shadow of Che 

Cross," '* The Old Man's Home," &c. New edition. Fcs^. 

8TO. Ss. 6d. 

" One of the moststriUi^ilytoldstocies colled from the aaoals of a aliquilj. '* 
—ChristtaK Rtnumbrancer. 

Frederick Gordon, or the Storming of the Redan. 

Bj a Soldier's Daii^^ter. Royal ismo. is. 

ATaleofcottiageandpersereranceof aToangofficerinthe Cximean War, 
with an account of the foundiag of the Military Hospital at Netley near 
Southampton. 

Flowers and Fruit. For Little Children. 32mo. 

cloth, IB. 

Qentle Influence; or. The Cousin's Visit. By 

Miss F. M. LeTett. Second ediHon. l8mo. is. 

Gertrude Dagre. By the Author of <<The Sun- 
beam." Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 

Going Home. A Story. By F. G. W. Second 

edition. 18mo., cloth, is. Od. 
Grace Alford ; or the Way of Unselfishness. By 

C. M. Smith. ISmo. is. 6d. 

Hatherleioh Cross. By Mrs. F. J. Mitchell. 

iSmo. is. 

Harry's Help. By Mrs. S. C. Eochat. Square 

10mo. is. 

Henrietta's Wish. A Tale. By the Author of 

** The Heir of Redclyflle." Fifth edition. Fcap. Svo. 58. 

" We have seldom seen a book for the voung^ less exaggerated, or more true 
to nature. The gulf between goo<f and bad is generator so wide that no child 
can ever aspire to being so saintlike as the one, or dread being so criminal as 
the other. * Henrietta's Wish' Is dear of these extremes."— AftfrMs^ Chronick. 

" The characters, dialogue, the tenderness and beauty of many of the scenes 
are remarkable ; the reauty and vigour of the conversations are delightfuL"— 
Christian Rtmembrattcer. 
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The Holt Chubch thboughottt all the World. 

By the Hey. 8. Fox. ismo. ss. } cheap edltton, is. 

Beinsr an account of the Church firom the time of the Apostles to the present 
day, simply told for the use of young people. 

Holiday Hours. By the Author of "The Little 

Comforters.*' SSmo., cloth, is. 

Holidays at S. Mary's ; or, Tales in a Sisterhood. 

By the Author of " Chronicles of S. Mary's." l6mo. cloth, 
2s. 6d. 

" The stories are all good and worthy of their author. The last is so derer, 
so original and bears a moral so raluable and yet so seldom enforced that we 
are specially anxious it should not escape observation."— Ltii^fwry Churchman. 

'* A delightful Totume. The last story is almost worthy of Tieck."— CTmmw 
Xeview. 

" There is pith in * Holidays at S. Mary's.' The stories are both admirable 
and effectiTe. — (rwanf^N. ■ 

Home for Christmas. 18mo., cloth, Is. 6d. 

" a Tale of American Life full of pleasant writing and good teaching. The 
story carries you on with unflagging interest."— fii^/^A ChurchmaH. 

Home Trials $ a Tale for the Middle Classes. By 

Mrs. Vidal. iSmo. 2s. 

" By no means unworthy of Mrs. Vidal's pen Mrs. Vidalwrites when 

she has something to say, and therefore for the most part says it welL"— CtMir' 

Higher Claims; or, Catherine Lewis the Sunday 
School Teacher. Edited by the Rev. R. Seymour, ismo. 
Is.; cloth, is. 0d. 

Sets forth the great advantage that would accrue to the Church If the young 
persons of the middle classes were aroused to consider the full extent of her 
claims upon them, as well as on their superiors in wealth or station. 

Hilary S. Magna ; or, The Nearest Duty First. A 

Tale. Fcap. svo. 4s. 

Hubert Neville. A Tale. By the Author of 

some of the "Church Stories;" "Stories on the Festivals/' 
&c. Fcap. 8yo. is. 

Ion Lester. A Tale of True Friendship. ByC.H.H. 

Fcap. Svo. 4s. fld. 

A Tale of one who, bom to riches and with every inducement to make this 
world his chief concern, yet devotes himself nobly to the good of his friends 
and oeople. and passes unhurt through all the flattery and luxury consequent 



16 PublUhed by Joseph Matters ^ Co., 

The Incumbent of Axhill. A Sequel to ^ The 

Chorister Brothcn.** Feap. 8to. {In the Preu, 

lyo AND Vrrena ; or, the Snowdrop. By the Au- 
thor of *' Coasin Rachd." Eighth edition. 18mo., doth, Ss. 

A Tale of the conrersion, life, and influence of an eariy convert to tiie Chris- 
tian Faith, in the countries of the North. 

Iton. Bjr the Author of " Aunt A^ea," and " Is he 
CleTer?*' Fcap. 8to. sb. 0d. 

Lessons fob Little Cuildben on the Seasons 

OF TBI Church. B7 C. A. R. Second edition, is. 

Lessons fob Little Children from the His- 
tory or TBB Cbcrch. By C. A. R. is. 

"We have great pleasure in conunendins two UtUe sets of * Lessons for 
Little Children,' by C. A. R. They are both written with much Judgment.**— 
Ckureh Times. 

Life-at-Easb Incumbents. Sketches by Mark 

Panons. Crown sro. as. 6d. 

The Squire Incumben^The InTalid Incumbent— The Fisherman Incumbent. 

A Life's Search. By £. S. B. Sydney. Fcap. 8to., 

doth, 48. 6d. 
**It often hanpens to us to be asked to aune some good popuhr book set- 
tii^ forth Uieoangen of tanpering with leifgloas doubt. It very sddom hap- 
pens that we can mt upon the exact thing that is wanted* and we are therefore 
the more rejoiced at meeting with a really powerfully written book like ' A 
Life's SearcL'"— ^AflerwfTT Churchman. 

Little Alice and her Sister. Edited by the 

Rev. W. Gresley.^lCmo. as. 
The accoont of aUttlc Giri who leained to deny herself, and thiak of others 
before herself. 

The Little Comforters, and other Tales. 32mo., 

cloth, is. 

Little Mabel. A True Story. By the Author of 

" The Birthday Wreath." iSmo.^ 6d. ; cloth, 9d. 

Local Legends. By the Author of " Cecil Dean," 

&c. l6mo., cloth, 28. 6d. 
CONTENTS :— The Legend of the Founder's Dreams.— A Legend of S. Os- 
mund's Priory.— The Barons' Tryst. A Legend of the " Roses."— The Last 
Candhipe. A L^end of Queenhope Manor.— Furcy Fallow : or, the L^end 
of Old Court. — Irene. A Legend of Sunshine. — Miss Mildred s Picnic; or, the 
Lqjrend of the Lake. 

Loving Sebyice ; or, a Sister's Influence. By Eliia 
A. Bayllss. Fcap. Svo. as. 8d. 
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The Loyal Heabt, and other Tales for Boys. 

Translated ttom the German. By Frances M» Wilbraham. 

With Engravings. Second edition. l8mo. Ss. 6d.cloth) in a 

packet, 98. 
The Loyal Heart— The Golden Locket— The Blind Boy ; or, Trust in Provi- 
dence—The Young Robinson Crusoe— "Thou shalt not Steal"— A Vale of 
S. Domini^). 

Lucy and Christian Wainweight, and other 

Tales. By the Author of "Aggesden Vicarage,** "The 
Wynnes/' &c. Fcap. svo., cloth, ss. 6d. 

The Maiden Aunt's Tales. By S. M., authbr of 

" The Use of Sunshine," " Nina,*' &c. Fcap. Svo. ss. 6d. 
"The moral of the whole is the happy influence of such a fhune of mind, 
sanctified by religion, on the less perfect characters with which it is brought 
Into contact."— JFtfAw Bull, 

Mary and Mildred. A Tale for Girls. Edited by 

the Rev. Stair Douglas. Second edition, ismo., cloth, Ss. 
Showing in the life and mendshlp of two gtrls the error of acting on Impulse 
without the aid of strict Christian principle. 

Mark Dennis; or, the Engine-DHver. A Tale of 

the Railway. By the Author of "The Chorister Brothers,*' 
&c. Second editton. iSmo. Ss. 

The Meeting in the Wilderness. An Imagi- 
nation, wherein Divine Love ts set forth. By the Author of 
*' The Divine Master.** is. 

Memoirs of an Arm-Chair. Written by himself. 

Edited by the Author of " Margaret Stourton,*' '* The Missing 
Sovereign,** &c. Square l6mo. is. 

Mercy Downer*, or, Church and Chapel. 12mo., 

wrapper, 6d. j cloth, is. 
" We can recommend this as the very best story book for a parish or ser* 
vant's hall library that we have met with. '— Ztlflrrary CMurchman, 
" A grotesquely real sketch of Dissent and its frequent causes."»^ii/(m/A(y 

Milly Wheeler. By the Author of " Amy Wilson.*' 

ISmo. 9d. 

Minnie's Birthday, and other Stories for Children. 

By Marietta. With four Illustrations by Cuthbert Bede. 
Fcap. Svo. Ss. 

Midsummer Holidays at Princes Oreen. By 

Mrs. Ecdes, author of " The Riches of Povertv." ismo. It. 

A Tale on the duties of young children to their aged relatives. 

My Birthday Eve. A Waking Dream. With or- 
namental borders, it. Od. 
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Nbddie*8 Care; or, *<Saffer the Little Children." 

with elf ht lUiiftntioBs. I0mo., doth, is. 8d. 

The Noble Army of Martyrs. By the Rev. S. 

Fox. ismo., cloth, ss. j paper cotw, is. 

Containing short Lives of S. Stephen ; S. Tames ; S. Barnabas : S. Timotfaif ; 
S. Folycarp ; S. Ignatius ; S. Qement ; S. Irenaeus ; S. Dionystus ; S. Justm 
Martyr, suited for a daas-reading book. 

"Just the book for circulation among children or a Farochial Lending Li- 
brary ! what we want in the Upper Classes of our National Schools."— futr/ixA 
Jitvtew. 

NoRTHWODE Priory. A Tale, in Two Vols. By the 

Author of '* Srerley." Fcap. 8yo. lOs. 6d. 
A Noble Aim. By Annie Thomas (Mrs. Pender 

Cudllp.) Published for the Benellt of the DeTon House of 
Merey. Fcap. 8vo., is. 
"Bxtrmdy wdl told, by a writer-, at oaca graceful and refiatd.**— C^j*^!m 

Nunn'8 Court. A Tal« of Church Bestoration. 

By Mrs. Vtmak Pettit. l8mo., cloth, is. 

Nurse Amy. 8d. 

The Old Court House. A Tale. 18mo. Is. 

One Story by Two Authors ; or, a Tale without 

a Moral. By J. I., author of "A Rhyming Chronicle j** and 
F. M. L., author of "Gentle Iniluence," &c. Fcap. Sro. 
Ss.6d. 

" Has the great merit of befaig original in the ideas it contains and the man- 
ner in which it is treaX€d.''—CUricar3ftMmai. 

Parish Tales. Beprinted from the "Tales of a 

Ixmdon Parish.*' In a packet, is. 6d. 

Contents :— Denis the Beggar Boy; The Old Street Sweeper; Honor 
G'Keefe; There's a Skeleton in every House; Christian FlowwTs Story; My 
Catechumens; The Hill-side Cottage. 

The Prisoners of Craigmacaire. A Story of the 

'**40." Edited by the Author of "The Divine Master." 
ismo. is. 

*' A tale of the rugged northern shores, and record of the patient suffering 
and heroic faith tlutt was once displayed in the lives of men obscure and un- 
known on eardi. but whose names were doubtless written in h9tirai."-~Pr^aa. 

The Queen's Isle. Chapters on the Isle of Wight, 

wherein Scripture truths are blended with Island beanties. 
By Rosa Raine. Fcap. Sto. 8s. 0d. 
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Raint Mornings with Aunt Mabel. ISmo., 

doth, Ss. 0d. 

An endeavour to inculcate in famOiar and easy convenatioiis a knowledge 
of the early Christian Church, its struggles and mumphs, indftdlng the Cata- 
combs, and early missions. 

Bosa's Sttmheb Wanderings. By Rosa Raine. 

Fcap. 8to. 58. 
IlOBEBT AND Ellen. 18mo., cloth, Is. 

" A tale told with more than aTerare power. It is much beyond the common 
range of stories for parish libraries.'^— c^Min^Mfi. 

The Root of the Matter; or the Village Class. 

is. J cloth, 18. fld. 

Ruth Leyison; or Working and Waiting. Is.; 

dofh, 18. 6d. 

Satonarola, Scenes in the Life of. By C. M. P. 

iSmo., doth, 28. fid. 

Scenes of Suburban Life. By Anna B. F. Leigh 

Spencer, author of "The Co-Heiress of Wlllingham," &o. 
Fcap. 8vo. 48. fid. 

<l An entertaining and forcible sketch of mission work in a n^Iected Lpndon 
district. The taleltsdf is full of interest, displaying the writers happy power 
of description and delineation of character.'*^£/»i^ Rtvitw. 

Sisters of Gharitt, and some Visits with them. 

Being Letters to a Friend In England. TwoBngniTings. is. 

Snow*bound in Cleeberrie Grange. A Christ- 
mas Storjr. Bj G. E. Roberts. Dedicated to John Raskin, 
Esq. Ss. fid. 

" An attractive volmne for the young, and not deroid of instnictioii eiAer." 
m^Chritttan Rtmembranctr. 

Snowball; and other Tales. By Isabella Forbes. 
Fcap. 8vo. as. fid. 

Somebodt. a Story for Children. Illustrated. By 

Stella Austin, anthor of ** Stomps.'* ifimo., doth. 

* SoMERFORD Priory. By Cecilia Mac Qregor. Crown 
Svo. ss. 

Story of a Dream ; a Mother's Version of the olden 

Tftle of " Uttle Red Riding Hood,*' wherein that tale is made 
to bear a Christian lesson, ismo. is. 
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Stobies ok the Commandments. The First Table: 

** My Duty towards God." By the Rer. H. HUI. iSmc, 
cloth, li. 

Stobies on t h e Comm andments. The Seeoi^d Table : 

"My Duty towards My Neigrhboni." By W. S. Rockstro. 
18mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

The Two Parts in l vol. cloth, ss. 

Summerleigh Manor; or. Brothers and Sisters. 

A Tale. Fcap. 8to. 4a. 

Sylvester Enderby, the Poet. By Louis Sand, 

author of "The Voices of Christmas." Fcap. 8vo. is. 

" The story U full of interest itself, well and pleasantly told, but its ralne 
lies ia the lessotts k so forcibW teaches,- ' 
ufainst the cares and riches ot this world, 
ticism which so invariably creates an evil I 

Scholar's Nosegay. A series of Talea and Con- 
versations on Flowers. SSmo., doth, is. 

Stories and Lessons on the Festivals, Fasts, 

AND Saints' Days. fi2 books in a packet, 28. In S vols., 
cloth, 3s. 

Stories of Christian Joy and Sorrow, or Home 

Tales. By the Rev. H. D. Pearson. Containing Little Ruth 
Gray, Holy Stone, Hngh, Old Oliver Dale. iamo.» d., la. 6d. 

Stories on the Beatitudes. By the Rev. G. F. 

Poarsoa. ismo., doth, is. 

Stumps. A Story for Children. By Stella Austin. 
With eight Ilhi«tratioii«. i6mo., cloth, as. 6d. 

Scripture Reading Lessons for Little Chil- 

DRBN. By a Lady. With a Preface by the Lord Bishop of 
Oxford. 18. <kl. Second Seriei|» 2s. Complete in one vol., 
28. <kl. 

Tales of the Empire; or. Scenes from the His- 
tory of the House of Hapsbnrg. By the Rev. J. Raines, 
author of the " Life of Archbishop Laud,*' &c. iSmo. is.Od. » 
paper, is. 

" Mr. Baines has selected several of the best known and most interestiaff 
events, and made them the groundwork for a set of shott stories. The idntls 
a happy one, and hasbeen weu carried out. Maty and MasdmHiaiit Charles V. , 
Wallenstein, Maria Theresa, and Radetzky, can hardly fail to make a story- 
book attractive." — Guardian. 
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Tales of Faith and Pkovidsncb. By the late 

Bar, W. B. Flomr. ISno. K. i elMU adlttOD, t>. ^^„ 









CMigil In Uhmtfit Md^ip jdB n wUh lo know tha 

Tales of a London Pa bib r, &o. 



Tales op Mt Duty towards My NEiaHBOtrs. 



Tales por Mb to Head to Myself. Wilh Twelve 



Tales of tee Amciest Bbitibh Church. Not 

md cbMBK edltlDn, wMi an ludMonal ma. Bj the Uta 
Ven. Anoidaaiiaii Xnna, kotbor of " Ttu Raetoiy ot V»]b- 
bMd,»&c. ISmo. uTii. 



la. cloth. 
TniTPoLLiB'sUpBANDDowNB. With 111 uitrationB. 

By the Author of " Neddie'a Cue." IBmo., cloth, u.(d. 

Tbb Toweb Buildebb, and The Two Mbbohants. 
Trust. By the Author of " Beginnings of EtiI." 



22 Published by Jteph Maaien Sf Cb., 

The Two Guabdians ; or, Home in this World. By 

the Author of " The Heir of Reddyffe.** Fifth edition. 
Crown 9ro. 68. 

" Nothing can be finer than the heroine ; an upright, truthful character, 
wanting in tact, and not at first free from grave faults, yet full of deep feeling 
and true religion; strongly consistent, winning her way and inspiring hearty 
affection by bier goodness, real kindness, and entire hoQesty."— cArtMtnt Jie- 

Vannt Cboft. By the Author of "Contraband 

Christmas/' &c. ismo., cloth, ss. 
" It is a most touching and exquisite little narratlTe. one ef die mttst genu- 
in^ tender and naturu that we nave ever seen, and in spite of some startling 
ana almost 'sensational' incidents and scenes it reads wonderfully as iTit were 
not fiction, but fact"— Z.ASerao' Churchman. 

The Voices of Habvest. By the Right Rev. 

B. Milman, D.D., Lord Bishop of Calcutta. Fcap. 8vo. 8d. j 

cloth, is. 

"An eloquent and religion-breathing little book, in which the manrellons 

operations of the harvest are pointed out in beautiful language, and occasion 

thence taken to remind the reader of the necessity of culuvatmg the soul and 

heart, that we may reap the harvest of eternal happiness."— ifonvMig' Pott. 

A Village Stobt fob Village Maidens. In Three 

Parts. Susan, Esther, and Dorothy; or, the Tliree Starts in 
Life. iSmo., cloth, ss. fld. 

Voices of Chbistmas. A Tale. By Louis Sand. 

With an illostratlon by Dalzlel. Fcap. 8to. as. 
" We Iiave seldom seen a Christmas book which appeared to us more tho* 
roughly successful. A hearty, English tale, full of piquancy and interest, wfth 
connderable humour, in which an under<current of earnest feeling teaches one 
of the deepest truths of our religion."— fcc/fxusxMr. 

Voyage to the Fobtun ate Isles. Is. ; cloth la. 6d. 

An Allegory of the sea of life with its waves and tides, ripples and storms, 
and each soul in a boat therein, with compass, sails, pilot, chart, &c 

Was it a DbeamP or, the Spirit of Evil-speaking— 

and Ths Kbw CHuacHYAaD; or. Whose will be the First 
Grave ? By the Author of "Amy Herbert." is. 6d.} paper, is. 

The Wat thbough the Desebt; or, the Caravan. 

By the Bight Bev. B. Milman, D.D., L<«d Bishop of Calcutta. 
Fcap. Svo. 6d.; cloth is. 
An Allegory, showing how we should walk here to attain life eternal here- 
after. 

Westebleigh, and otheb Tales. By Mrs. G. J. 

Preston. Fcap. 8vo., cloth. 
William Blake ; or, the English Farmer. By the 

Bev. W. E. Heygate. Fcap. Svo. - 38. 6d. 
An attempt to rouse the mind of the English Fanner to a sense of the res- 
ponalbiUty which attaches to hbn in theix>dy politic: full of domestic and 
tamiliar incidents which add naturalness to the story. 
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A Winter in the East. In Letters to the Chil- 
dren at Home. By F.'M. ISmo. 28. 

The Wtnnes; or, Many Men, Many Minds. A 

Tale of eyery-day life. Fcap. 8vo. 68. 

The Widow and her Son; and other Tales. 

Translated from the German. By the late Rev. W. B. Flower. 
l8mo. 88. 



BIOGRAPHY. 

Life of Dr. Allestree, Canon of Christ Church 

in 1 049 . By Bishop Fell. He lived during the Tomolta in the 
reigni of King Charles I. Sd. 

Life of Bishop Hacket. By Thomas Plume, D.D., 

and edited with large additions and copious notes hy Macken- 
zie B. C. Walcott, B.D. Fcap. 8vo. ss. 6d. 

Life of Nicholas Ferrar, Citizen of London in 

1049. Abridgedfiromthe Memoir of Dr. Peckard, 1790. l8mo., 
doth, Ss. 

Life of William Laud, Archbishop of Canterbury, 

and Martyr. By the Rev. John Baines, S. John's College, 
Oxford. Fcap. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

" In Mr. Baines we have no blind worshipper of the man, deeply though he 
be to be revered by us all ; but one who can notice his defects as wdl as Us 
virtues, and on whose ju(^;ment therefore we can rely "—Oj^/brd Herald, 

Life of Sister Rosalie. By the Author of " Tales 

of Khrkbeck." Second Edition. Cloth, is. } cheap edition, 0d. 

Lives of Eminent English Divines. By the 

Rev. W. H. Teale. With Engravings, 58. ; or each life sepa- 

rate, in pfl4;>er covers, 
life of Bishop Andrewes, Is. life of Dr. Hammond, is. 

life of Bishop Boll, 9d. lifle of Bishop Wilson, 1 s. 

life of Jones of Nayland, is. 

Lives of Englishmen in Past Days. 

First Series -. Containing Herbert, Donne, Ken, Sanders(m. 6d. 
Second Series : Kettlewell, Hammond, Wilson, Mompesson, 

Bold. 6d. 
Third Series : Walton, Wotton, Earl of Derby, ColUngwood, 

Raffles, Exmoath. lOd. 
Foorth Series : Alfired the Great, Sir Thomas More, John 

Evelyn, is. 

In one volume, cloth, gilt, ss. 6d. 
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Memoib of the Ret. R. A. Sugkliko, with Cor- 

respoodence. By the late Ber. I. Williams. New editioD. 

Fc^. 8TO. 58. 

" A wen de6]ied pletare of a Christian Clergyman Ivnng in these later da]rs 
a life of faith, and harin^ a marked influence on friends and acqnain tm ces, as 
weD as on those conunitted to his charge." — Guardian. 

Memoib of the Rev. H. Newland, M.A., Vicar 

of S. Marychorch, and Chaplain to the Bishop oi Exeter. 
By the Bey. B. N. Shutte, Bector of S. Mary Steps, Exeter. 
Fcim>. 8vo. Ss. 6d. 

A Shobt Memoib of Melise H. M. Brownlow. 

With Portrait, and Sermon hj her brother the Rer. W. R. 
BrowBlow, M.A, Cloth, 8s. 6d. Cheap edition, la. 

A Memoib of the Pious Life and Holt Death 

or Hblbn iNOLis. By the Bishop of Brechin. 4d. 

A short tale to show that it does not reqvlrc "some great thinr to sake a 
Saint, and that the conunonest and simplest action of every-dav ufe, in one's 
nsoal trade or occnpation, if done from the lore of GOD and in tils faiA and 
fear, may a^pume the value of Ugh virtue." 

The Doctrine of the Gross. A Memorial of a 

Humble Follower of Chbist, By the Author of " Derotions 
for the Sick Boom." l8mo. is. 

Memoir of John Aubone Oook, B.A., Vicar of 

South Benfleet and Rural Dean. By the Bey. W. B. Hcjgate, 
M.A. IS. 

Memorul of Euzabeth a . 4d. 

Memorial of M. E. D. and G. E. D. Brief notes 

of a Cluiatiaa Ufe and very holy death. By T. B. P. Od. 

HYMNS AND POEMS FOR CHILDREN. 

By Mrs. G. F. ALEXANDER. 

FORTY-NINTH EDITION. 

Hymns fob LittCS Ghildrek. 18mo. 6d. ; clotfai 

IS. School edition, 3d. ; doth, 6d. 
Accompanying Tones for ditto by Dr. Oamitlett. 28. Od. 

Moral Songs. With Xhirty-nine Vignette Illus- 
trations, ismo. 8d. 1 doth, is. School edition, 3d. 

Narrative Hymns for Village Schools. ISmo., 

wrapper, 3d. 
Accompanying Tones for ditto* Ss. Od* 
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Poems on Subjects in the Old Testament. 

Parts I. and II., each 6d. wrapper. Complete in one vol. 
cloth, is. 0d. 

Htmns, Descriptive and Devotional; for the 

Use of Schools, sd. 



Htmns for Children. By the late Rev. J. M. 

Neale, O.D. 8d. each Series, or bound togrether, is. 

First Series : Hynms for the Days of the Week, Hours, and 
Holy Davs. 

Second Series : Hymns for Special Occasions— Chorch Duties, 
Priyile{^, and Festirals. 

Third Series : Hymns chiefly fbr the Saints* Days. 

Verses for Church Schools. By Rosa Raine. 

New and Enlarged edition, fld. 

Htmns on the Catechism. By the late Rey. Isaac 

Williams, B.D. 0d., cloth Is. 

Htmns for Infant Children; on Church, School, 

Baptism, and Belief, &o. id. 
Accompanying Tunes for ditto, by the Rey. J. B. Dykes, is. 

By the Author of '' The Daily Life of a Christian 

Child." 
Dailt Life of the Christian Child : a Poem, in 

which the duties of each day in a child's lifb are set forth. 
8d. in wrapper; cheap edition, wrapper, id. j on a sheet, id. { 
mounted on board, 6a. 

Verses for the Sundats and Holtdays of the 

Christian Ykar. With eight illustrations. 3s. j mo- 
rocco, 4s. 

Verses for Christian Children on the Duties, 

Trials, and Trmftations of tbrir Daily Litrs. Edited 
by the Rev. J. S. B. Monsell, LL.D., Rector of 8. Nicholas*, 
« Guildford. 6d.; cloth, 9d. 

Seven Corporal Works of Mercy. In Verae. 

With Illnstratlons. 0d. 

Seven Spiritual Works of Merct. In Verse. 

lUostratedl^DaUiel. Cd. 

The Baptismal Name, and The Flower Garden. 

Od. 
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The Intbrmsdiatb Statb. A Poem. Beduadcd 

(with pennlHloiL Ctom Umaelf) to the late Aaftlior of ^ Tlie 
Clitiatlan Year.'* Fcap.Sro. is.6d. 

Lays op Israel. By Amelia M. Loraine. 2a. 6d. cL 

"ETideaces very consideiable poedc powers.'*— .EociSetwuMe; 

Lyba Sanctokum; Lays for the Minor Fe«tiTmls. 

Edited 1^ the Ber. W. J. Oeane. Fc^. 8vo. 3a. 6d. 



t(^ 



' We lian the appearance of sndi a book wfth pleasure : It is ac^reeably s^- 
niiicaat as to the proness of sacred poetiy in our age. It is a oaBectMn of 
historical ballads, deagned for the most port to commemorate the sufieriiws 
and celebrate the triumphs of those irtio were martyred in the early ases of mc 
Chnrch. lianyof tiie poems are singaiailTdegant and impressiTe.' * T wh mijy 

Lays concerninq the Early Church. By the 

BcT. J. F. RosselL Fcap. 8vd. la. 6d. 

CONTENTS:— S. T<^'s Torture: S. Ignatins; TheThunderii^ L^^ioii ; The 
llavtyr't Funeral ; The Coandl of Nice ; S. Ambrose, dec 

Lays of the Hebrews, and other Poems. By 

Mary Benn. iSmo. Sa. 

** There b a great deal of tone and nifit l» Miss Bcim's Lays of tke Beifacews. 
The ' Grare ofSaul' would be creditable to any one, and there are other poems 
equally striking and metodions."— (rtMnftaff. 

The Martyrdom op S. Polycarp. By the BeT. 

G. Moultrie. 8vo. la. 

Memorialia Cordis: Sonnets and MiseellaneoiiB 

Poems. By the Rev. C. I. Black. Fci^. 8vo. sa. 0d. 

CONTENTS:— To the Menorypf W. Archer Butler; The Toaib of SmUti 
Famine of Z847; Rydal Mount; The Redbreast in Church; Gethsemaae, &c 

Mediaeval Hymus, Sequences, and other Poems, 

tnuislated by the Rer. J. M. Neale. Second Kdition. sa. 

The Nuk op Enzklosterle ; a Legend of the 

Black Foreat. By Mra. T. Ogilvy, (a^e Boaanquet.) Sa. 6d. 

Poems. By the Bev. Claude Magnay. New edit. 

withadditiona. Fcap.Svo. 3b. 6d. 

Poems. By C. A. M. W. Post 8vo. 5a. 

PlETAS PuERiLls; or, Childhood's Path to Heayen, 
and other Poema. ^ the Rev. A. Evana. 8to. sb. 6d. 

PlETAS Metrica. By the late Key. T. M. Hopkins, 
Incambent of 8. Sarionr'a, Paddincton. Fcaip. sro. sa. Od. 
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Pbefabatiyes fob Death. Being Selections from 

ibe Foemt of Bishop Ken. i8mo. isi. 

RiVEB Reeds. By the Author of « Beatrice." Fcp. 

8vo. S8. 0d. 

Sacbed Memobies : The Athanasian Creed, Metri- 
cally Panphrftsed, and other Poems. By the Bev. Francis 
Phillott, M.A., "S. John's CtoUege, Ozlord. Crown 8¥0., 
98.} doth, as. Od. 

The Sweet Rhtthm of S. Bebnabd on the 

Most Holt Namb of Jxsus. Newly done into RngHrti. Sd. 

Songs and Ballads fob Manufactubebs. By 

the late Bev. J. M. Neale. 8d. 

The Swobd, and the Cboss. By the Rey. J. O. 

Dakeyne. Crown«8To. Ss.Od. 

" Commend themselyes to the reader more by dieir spiritual import, yet they 
are not wanting in passages of conskleraUe force and beauty."— IftfrwiMjf' /W/. 

Sonnets and Vebses, from Home and Parochial 

Life. By the Bey. H. K. Cornish. Fcap. 8vo. Ss. 6d. 

The SoLiTABT ; or, a Lay from the West. With other 

Poems in English imd Latin. ByMaryBenn. iSmo. 8s.6d. 

Thoughts in Vebse on Pbiyate Pbayeb and 

Public WoBSHir. By the Rcr. J. Ford. Crown 8to. is.dd. 

Vebses fob Chubch Sohools. By Rosa Raine. 

New and enlarged edition. Od. 

Winged WoBDS. Poems9byA.H. 18mo. 28. 6d. 



BOOKS AT 2d. EACH. 

Annandale; or, the Danger of Self- Confidence. A 

Welsh Tale. 

The Boy Mabtyb. A Tale of Norwich, a.d. 1137. 

The Bbotheb's Sacbifice; or, a Soldier's Gene- 
rosity Bewarded. By Miss Bunbury. 

The Cat and heb Kittens ; a Fable on Disobe-^ 

dience and Mischief. 



■ ■ ^ ■ 

TWOPENCE. 

The Child's Mission; a True Tale of the inflaence 

of a veiy yoangr and dying Child in the Conversioii of her 
mother from Sin to Holiness. 

Dishonesty, and the Loss of Character which follows 

it. By the Author of " The Conceited Pig." 

The Dumb Bot; showing how/ though Ihimh, he 

felt the inflaence of onr Holy Religion. By Selina Bonbux. 

Edward Morris; a Tale of Cottage Life. By the 

Ute Rev. E. Monro. 

A Few Praters and a Few Words about Pbayeb. 

By the Rev. F. E. Paget. 

How TO BE Useful and Happy ; a Few Words of 

Adyice, with Ruled for a Yovng Person. By the Rev. F. B. 
Paget. 

I AM 80 Happy ; or, the Keward of Sorrow home 

Religiously. By Miss Banbury. 

Little Stories for Little Children. 

CONTBNTS :— The Lhtie Herd Boy ; The Sensible Elephant ; The Stariiar 
Sleep and Death ; The Wooden Ijtg \ The Flowers, the Field, and Uie Pea2 

The Little Lace Girl; a Tale of Lrish Industry. 

By the Author of " The Conceited Pig.'* 

Lucy Ford ; or, Hearing the Storjr of a Pilgrimage 

to the Holy Land. 

Mary Wilson; or, Self-Denial. A Tale for May-Day. 
Margaret Hunt; or, the Patient and Forgiying 

School-Girl. By the Author of " The Conceited Pig." 

Minnie Haslem ; or, the Benefit of having Some- 
thing to do. 

Pattie Grahame ; or. School Trials, Learning, and 

Benelits. 

The Batens ; a Fairy Tale. By the Author of 

'* The Conceited Pig." 

Rose Eglinton; or, The Stolen Child. By the late 

Rev. W. B. Flower. 
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TWOPENCE. 

The Sprained Ancle; or, the Punishment of 

ForgetftOness. By the Author of "The Conceited Pig." 

Story of a Promise that ttas Kept. 

Stort of a Primrose ; wherein is shown the Results 

of Disobedience to Parents, and a Lesson in Kindness is given. 

The Stray Donkey; a Lesson on Cruelty to Ani- 
mals. By a Donkey himself. 

Tale of a Tortoise, with its Adventures; and 

a Stort of King Alfrxd thb Grbat. 

The Two Sheep ; a Lesson from the Adventures of 

an Erring or Stray Sheep. 

William Dale; or, The Lame Boy. 

BOOKS AT Sd. EACH. 

The Blind Citrate's Child, By Selina Bunhury. 

Daisy. By Selina Hancock. 

The Fairy Pera; or the Snowdrops. 

Glimpse of the Unseen. 

The Legend of S. Christopher; or. What Master 

shall I serve f 

Sampson the Fisherman, and his Son. By Selina 

Bunbnry. 

S. Andrew's Day ; or, the Brother's Influence. By 

the Author of " The Sunbeam." 

Silent John. A short Story on the good result of 

Meditation on the Good Shepherd, by the aid of the well, 
known Picture of that subject. By Miss Bunhury. 

The Two Surplices. By Ada Cambridge. 
Willie Morgan. A Tale for Good Friday. By a 

Clerfyman's Daughter. ' 
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BOOKS AT 4d. BACH. 
The late Bey. J. M. NEALE, D.D. 

Ebicr's Gbaye; ot. How a faithful Rosdan Servant 

laid down his life for his Master.— Tbs Hblmsman of Laki 
Erib ; a Tale of American Courage in a Boming: Ship. — Thi 
Pf.Acva OF 1605 AT Eyam, in Derbyshire, and how it was met. 

The Dream of S. Febfetxta, a Martyr of Car- 
thage i and Thi Cross of Constantinb. 

The Legend of S. Dorothea, Virgin and Martyr, 



The Siege of Nisibis, and how Sapor, King of 

Persia, and his Host were orerthrown hy the Faith of its 
Bishop; and, Thb Dbath of Julian, the Apostate Emperor, 
A.D. 808, the fearful Tale of one who renounced hia Cbiistisn 
Faith. 

The Two Huts. An Allegory. 



The Bev. F. E. PAGET, M.A 
A Sunday Walk and a Sunday Talk ; or, How 

the Yateshnll Boys eqjoyed that Day. 

Beating the Bounds ; its Religious Meaning and 

Origin, as taught at Yateshull. 

Hallowmas Eye; or, a Conyersation on Old Church 

Legends and Customs. 

The Singers; or, a Story for Boys in a Country 

Church Choir. 

The Wake; or. How the Dedication Peast of 

Yateshull Church was kept. 
The Bonfire; or, How the Fifth of November 

was kept at Yateshnll. 

The Pancake Bell ; its Origin and Meaning. 
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FOURF»ENCE. 

The late Rev. E. MONRO, M.A. 
The Cottage in the Lane; or the Sad Effects of 

Indecision of Character. 

The D&unkabd's Boy; or, God's Help in Mis- 

fortone. 

The Railroad Boyj or. True Peace in Suffering. 
Annie's Grave; or, More than Feeling required in 

True Relicrion. 

Robert Lee ; or, The Recruiting Party. 

Mary Cooper ; or. Choosing One's Own Path in Life. 

Dick, the Haymaker. 

Walter, the Conyict. 

The Tale of a Cotton Gown. Manchester Life. 

The Rev. H. D. PEARSON. 
Hugh ; or, the Influence of Christian Art. 
Holy Stone; a Story of Two Penitents: showing 

what real Repentance is. 

Sibyl Marghant; or. The Strengthening and Re- 

freshinsr of the Soul nnder Trials. 

Little Ruth Gray ; or, the Effect of a Good Ex- 
ample even by a Little Child. 

Old Oliver Dale. 



Annie's Cross ; or, «* I wish I was God's Child.*' 

A Tale. 

Annie Merton ; or, the Child of Mercy. By Selina 

Hancoek. 

Autumn and Spring. 
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FOURPENCE. 

Alice Pabkeb; or, the Tea Drinking. By the Au- 
thor of " Sasaa Cartor/* &c. 

The Boy Peince of Mebgia. A Tale of the 

HepUrchj. 

The Choristers of S. Mart's. A Legend of 

Christmas-tide, a.d. drca lUS. By W. B. Rockstro. 

Churchyard Gardening. By the Author of "The 

Bishop's Little Daaghter.*' 

Consolation; or, the Comfort of Intercessory Prayer 

in Absence. B7 the Author of " Gentle Influence." 

Cornblie ; or, Self-will. By Selina Hancock. 
The Corner-stone. An account of the Laying 

the Foondation-stone of a Church. 

A Day's Misfortunes, or Try Again ; or, the 

Benefit of Perseverance and Good Temper. By the late Rev. 
W. B. Flower. 

A Day's Pleasure; or, the Consecration of the 

District Church. By the Author of ** Susan Carter.*' 

The Error Corrected; or, the Faithful Priest. 

By Henry Shirley Bunbury. 

A &tory of the union between Saxons and Nonnans. 

Ellen Mbyrick ; a Story on False Excuses. By 

the ReT. W. E. Heygate. 

Eve Godsmarke. By Selina Hancock. 

Flora and her Children ; a Tale for Young Chil- 
dren on the Nature and History of Flowers. 

The Father's Hope ; or, the Wanderer Keturned. 

By the Author of " Going Abroad." 

Gabriel's Dream and Waking. By the Author 

of "The Chamois Hunter," "The Cross-bearer,** &c. 

George Malings ; or, the Sunday Truant. By the 

Author of '< Susan Carter," " The Secret," " Old Betty," ftc 
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FOURPENCE. 

Harold. A Ghost Story with a Moral. By the 

Author of ** The Little Qardenen.'* 

Island Choir; or, the Children of the Child Jesus. 
John Boston; or, a Word in Season. By Mrs. 

J. S. Henslow. 

KiTTY-ScRANNlNG. A Tale for London Boys. 

Legend of the Land of -Flies. 

Little Maby; or, the Cat>tain's Gold Ring. By 

Selina Bunbury. 

The Little Miners ; a Fairy Tale of an Explosion 

in a Mine. By the Rev. W. Gresley. 

The Lost One Found. A true Story of the Bap- 
tism and Holy Death of a Yoong Girl. 

Lily of the Valley. By F. B. 
Little Walter, the Lame Chorister. 

A tale, to show the great importance of each one's individual example for 
Kood or tor evil. 

My Dream. A true account of a Dream of the 

Heavenly Jemsalenif with the lesson of parity in heart, 
needed for all to see God. 

Memorial of Elizabeth A . 

Memoir of Helen Inglis. 

Miss Peck's Adventures ; or, the folly of going 

out of oar 0¥nai sphere of Daty. By the Aathor of * ' The Con- 
ceited Pif.*' 

Miss Chester's Work. By F. A. H. 

Our Little Kathleen. By Selina Hancock. 

Pay Next Week. By Anna B. F. Leigh Spencer, 

author of " pie Co-Hehress of WilUngham." 

Perseverance. A Tale for Working Girls. 

The Pride of Rose Lynn. By Selina Hancock. 

Rags and Tatters. By the Author of " Everley.'' 
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Ruth Diesr . By the Author of <' TVevenan Court," 
Thb Secret; a Tale of Christinas Decorations. 

By the Author of " Siuan Carter.'* 

Strength and Weakness. By Nona Bellairs. 

" A pretty Story of Factory Life, exhUntinsr what may be done by kind aad 
zealous mmhtwijl watchftilnett and «Bperint«idence."— Ctorfearf ycwutml 

Upward and Onward. A Story for Girls. 
Willie Grant ; or, Honesty is the Best Policy. A 

Tale of tiie ndelity and Reward of a Lad in veiy bamble life. 

The Younq Anglers of Vichy. By the Author 

of " WOlie Grant ; or, Honesty is the best PoUqy.' 
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Amt, the King*8 Daughter. 

Angels. By Mrs. Stone, author of ** God's Acre." 

Betty Corn well and her Grandchildren; or, 

tiie Path of Obedience. 

Bishop's Visit. By the Author of the ** Bishop's 

littte Daughter." 

Charley's Trip to the Black Mountain. 
Charlotte Drew's Pinch. 

• A tale for little gids, on tiio fatal effects of the first step in disobedienoe to 
parents, and of choosing bad compankms at scbooL 

Thb Chorister's Fall. 

A tale of a Chorister whose Tanity led Mm to fall, but who was enabled to 
rejoice in the Illness which brought him to repentance. 

Easy Tales for Little Children. With En- 
gravings, and in Large l^rpc. 

John's Disobedience.; Fanny's BirtiidaT; Little Maxy^ FaD; Snsan^ Cross 
Behaviour ; The Lost Chfld ; The Totn Frock ; &c. 

Edna Grant; or, Never Lonely. 
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£llen Ashton ; or, the Light of Ghbist's Love. 

By C. H. M. 

The Eyeblastino Hills ; an Allegory. 

The Fair and the Confirmation; a Lesson to 

thoughtless village girls on lightly treating God*s holy 
ordinance. 

The Foundling; a Tale of the Times of S. Vincent 

de Paul. 

The Force of Habit ; or, the Story of Widow 

Monger. By F. C. Lefiroy. 

The Garden in the Wilderness ; or, the Church 

of Christ in the midst of the World. An Allegory. 

George Foster^ the Page. By the Author of 

"Sasannah." 

George Turner, the London Apprentice; or, 

'Tis Good to be Honest and True. 

The Half-holiday. — A Packet of Six Tales, con- 
taining Six Different Ways of Spending a Half-holiday. By 
the Author of " Gentle Influence." 

Honor Delafont ; a true Tale of a Mother's Prayer, 

and its Answer. By the Author of " Sunsetting.'* 

Is IT THE Best? A Tale. By the Author of 

"Trevenan Court," &c. 

JoeY ; or, the Story of an Old Coat. By the late 

Rev. £. Monro. 

Joy in Duty. By the Author of " The Master of 

Churchill Abbots, and his little Friends," and " Play and 
Earnest." 

Legend of Golden Water. 

Little Stories for Little Children. With 

Engravhigs, and in large Type. 

Little Nelly ; or, God will provide. 

Mary Mansfield; or, the Life and Trials of a 

Country Girl. 
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Mebct Downer; or Church and Chapol. Wrapper. 
The Mirbobs ; a Story for Children. 

A story of a little Girt, who was taught by our LORD'S parables to see thinfs 
eternal, of which sJl things here are but the pictures or emblems. 

Millie's Journal. Edited by the Author of ** Gentle 

Inflaence.** 

Is the plain unvami^ed Narrative, or Tonmal, of a yonne and well edn 
cated English Girl, who accompanied her family into the Far west, Macomb, 
IllinoU, U.S. 

Michael the Chorister; or, the Influence of the 

Cathedral Service. 

Midsummer Eve. By the late Key. E. Monro. 

A tale of the fideli^ of a young girl to the daughter of her mistress, and of 
her influence for gooa on the father and others. 

The Mystery of Marking; or, Christian Respon- 

Bibility. By the Right Rer. R. Milman, Bishop of Calcutta. 

An Allegory for School Girls, teaching them how to work out the Patter of 
our LORD and Saviour in themselves. 

Nanny : a Sequel to "Harry and Archie." By the 

late Rev. E. Monro. 

Nelly Upton's Trials ; or, The Hidden Path. By 

the Author ot** Strength and Weakneu/* &c. 

Never Too Late to Mend ; or, the Two Fortune 

TeUerB. By the Author of '* Willie Grant.*' 

A tale for Tillage girls, of encouragement to persevere in the comae of true 
reUgion, and to&d in that the best way to be useful and happy. 

The Neglected Opportunity. 

Nine Shillings a Week; or. How Rachel Down 

kept House. 

Old Betty. A Sketch from Real Life. In two parts, 

0d. each. 

An Old Woman's Story ; or, Trust in Trial. By 

Nona Bellairs. 

The Path of Life. By the Author of the " Seven 

Corporal Works of Mercy." 

Peter Noble thb Royalist. An Historical Tale 

of the 17th Century. By the Author of "The Apple Blossom." 
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Phiup Bxzamt; or, Is ReTenge Sweet P By the 

Author of " Ukes and Dislikes.** 

The Post-offioe Window ; being a Tale of the 

Night School. By the Author of " Likes and DisUkes.** 

The Precious Stones of the Kino's House: 

an Allegory founded on Holy Scripture. 

Rachel Ashburn ; a Story of Real Life. By the 

Author of " Harry and Walter.** 

Ready and Desirous; or, A Lent's Lessons. Se- 
cond Edition. 

Recollections of a Soldier's Widow. 

A true tale ; related as told by the Widow herself. She followed the for> 
unes of the 98th Regiment for eleven years of fatigue, danger, and death, at 
opeuhagen, Comaaa, and Barossa. 

Ruth Osborne, the Nurse. 

a lesson to nurses of patient and untiring attention, supported by true rell* 
Iqub principles. 

Sblf-Deyotion ; or the Prussians at Hoohkirch. 

From the German. 
A sketch oCa fine chasacter In the fidelity and devotion of aa old aenaait. 

The Seven Corporal Works of Merct. In a 

Packet, or cloth. 

The Seven Spiritual Works of Merct. In a 

Packet, or cloth. 

The Shepherds of Bethlehem : a Story of the 

Natiyity of our Lord. 

Sister's Care ; or, How a very young girl took care 

of her little orphan aister. By the Author of " Michael the 
Chorister.*' 

Stories on the Lord's Prayer. By the Author 

of *< Amy Herbert." 

S. John the Evangelist's Dat; or, the Martyr- 
dom of wui. 
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Susan Spellman : a Tale of the Trials she met with 

n me Silk Mills at Hprton. 

Sunset Reverie; an Allegory: in which Mirth 

and Earnest pass tiirough the tnals of this world. 

SUNSETTING ; or, Old Age in its Glory. A story of 
happiness, peace, and contentment. 

The Threefold Promise and the Threefold 

Blsssino. Pablished in aid of the Funds of the Mission 
Choreh, S. George in the East, London. 

Trebursate School ; or, the Power of Example. 

A story for Choristers and Schoolboys. 

The Two Birthdays, and other Tales. A packet 

' of Six Reward Books. By the Author of " Harold, a Ghost 
Story with a Moral." 

The Twins. A Tale of Warning to Boys ; showing 

the misery caused hy giylng ¥ray to angry and nnkind temper. 

The Two Friends ; or, Charley's Escape. 

A tale of the influence of a good companion, and the waning of hb sudden 
death. 

The Vicar's Guest. By Ada Camhridge. 
Willie Collins and the Pont Frosty. By 

B. B. B. 

Young Churchman's Alphabet. The leading 

events of onr Loan's life, illnstrated in vorse, with ao 
engraving to each letter. 

The Young Soldiers, or, the Double Birthday; 

and other Tales. In a Packet, or cloth. ^ 
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